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Ac part of my Com- 
munications Course, 
you build this low 
power broadcasting 
transmitter, learn 
how to put a station 
“on the air," perform 
procedures demand- 
ed of Broadcast Sta- 
tion operators, make 
many tests. 
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.training benefits.' for. each 
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bility, yon can get a full year 
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your job while learning. But 
Act Now! Time is running 

HURRY! 



Learn Servicing orfaramraications 
by Practicing m SpareTime 
with KITS OF RADIO PARTS I Send 

® Do you went good pay, a Job with a bright future ana 
security? Would you like to Hove a profitable shop or 
Store of your own? If so, find out how you cun realize 
you r ambition in the fast growing, nrosperoug RADIO- 
TELEVISION Industry. Even without Television, the 
Industry is bigger tb.un ever before. SI million k.oma 
and auto Radios. 2,700 Broadcasting Stations, expand- 
ing um of Aviation and Police Kudin, Micro-wave 
Rolay, Two-way Radio for bur.es, taxis, etc., are making 
| opportunities for Servicing or.d Communications Tech- 
■Bg ’M ~ 4 nidaas and FCC-Licenscd Operatoie. 

untMH TiboblM b TODAn flood M Mtfctr : 

HMMuai , n , M ,_ ,|mo,t S.OOO.OOfl TV set. Bold. By 1954, 

20.000,000 TV sets estimated. 100 TV Stations now operating. Authori- 
ties predict 1,0*0 TV Stations. This means more jobs, good pay for 
qualified men all over the United States and Canada. 

Many Soon Make $10 Extra a Wank In Spare Tima 

Keep your job while training. Hundreds of successful RADIO- 
TELEVISION TECHNICIANS I trained had no previous experience, 
some only a grammar school education. Learn Radio-Television prin- 
ciples from illustrated lessons. Get PRACTICAL EXPERIENCE— 
build valuable multitester — experiment with circuits common to Radio 
gnd Television. Keep all equipment. Many students make 55, $10 
extra a week fixing neighbors' Radios in spare time. SPECIAL 
BOOKLETS start teaching you the day you enroll. 

■•ad Now For 2 Books FREE— MaH Coupon 

Send now for ray FREE DOUBLE OFFER. You get actual Servicing 
lesson to show you how you learn at home. Also my 64-page book, 
H How to Be a Success in Radio-Television.'' Read what my graduates 
are doing, earning; see equipment you practice with at home. Send 
coupon in envelope or paste on postal. J. E. SMITH, President, 
Dpt. ICT, National Radio Institute, Washington D.C. Our 37th Year, 
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W ERE the great personages of the past victims 
of a stupendous hoax? Could such eminent men 
of the ancient world as Socrates, Pericles, and Alex- 
ander the Great have been deluded and cast under 
the spell of witchcraft — or did the oracles whom they 
consulted actually possess a mysterious faculty 
of foresight? That the human mind can truly 
exert an influence over things and conditions 
was not a credulous belief of the ancients, but a 
known and demonstrable fact to them. That there 
exists a wealth of infinite knowledge just beyond the 
border of our daily thoughts, which can be aroused 
end commanded at will, was not a fantasy of these 
sages of antiquity, but a dependable aid to which 
they turned in time of need. 

It is time you realized that the rites, rituals and 
practices of the ancients were not superstitions, but 
subterfuges to conceal the marvelous workings of 
natural law from those who would have misused 
them. Telepathy, projection of thought, the materi- 
alizing of ideas into helpful realities, are no longer 
thought by intelligent persons to be impossible prac- 
tices, but instead, demonstrable sciences, by 
which a greater life of happiness may be had. 

One of America’s foremost psychologists and 
University instructors, says of his experiments with 
thought transference and the powers of mind — “The 
successes were much too numerous to be merely 



lucky hits and one can see no way for guessing to 
have accounted for the results.” Have you that 
open-minded attitude of today which warrants a 
clear, positive revelation of the facts of mind which 
intolerance and bigotry have suppressed for years? 
Advance with the times ; learn the truth about 
your inherited powers. 

Let this jree book explain 

The Rosicniciam (NOT a religious organization) have been 
leaders in introducing the ancient wisdom of mental phenom- 
ena. Established throughout the world for centuries, they 
have for ages expounded these truths to those thinking men 
and women who sought to make the utmost of their natural 
faculties. Use the coupon below — avail yourself of a pleasing 
book of interesting information which explains how you may 
acquire this most unusual and helpful knowledge. 

We ROSICRUCIANS 

(AMORC) 

s-' USE THIS COUPON - ‘ 

Scribe I B L 

The Rosicrucians, AMORC, 

San Jose, California. 

I am sincerely interested in knowing more about this 
unseen, vital power which can be used in acquiring 
the fullness and happiness of life. Please send me, 
without cost, the book, “THE MASTERY OF 
LIFE/’ which tells me how to receive thiB information. 

Name 



Address State 
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'ALL WOMEN 
CAN BE CAUGHT, 

SaysOV/D 

'Even one you expect to say "No," 
will surprise you’ 



“Whether thay give or not, frhoy ora glad to bo askod . . . 

“Take har kisses; aha may struggle but ra«t aaaurad ah# 
wants to losa this fight . . « 

4 ‘Your job la to play tha lover. This Is easy since ovary 
woman believes she Is made for love . . . 

"Let love sneak In under the guise of friendship. I've seen 
the unwilling won by this approach." 

This is s sampling of what you’ll find in Ovid’s THE ART OF 
LOVE— the frankest love advice ever given to men and women. 
Everything is detailed from the first approach to the final con- 
quest— more up-to-date than the latest sex manual. Banned whea 
nrst published, it is still herd to get in the full-blooded version. 

Completely illustrated with original full-page drawings by one of 
America's famous artists. Beautifully bound for permanent pos- 
session — a genuine collector's item. 



EXAMINE 10 DAYS FREE 
SEND NO MONEY 




Send for THE ART OP 
LOVE today. Examine ft 
10 days free in the pri- 
vacy of your home. Look 
at die illustrations, yes- 
read the whole book and 
then decide. Ctt ikt kitk 
f/ ym lift #r pey —ik- 
ing! Stravoa Publishers, 
1 19 West 17 ih Sc, New 
York 19.N.Y. 




10 DAY TRIAL OFFER 

* 



MA/i 
COUPON 
TODAY! 
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“We want our place in the sun, but it isn’t only Man who is holding 
us back; there’s another power as strong as we are.” 



P'ggptHE MAN said, “I’m sorry, Mr. Don’t ask me where he got them.” 
H| Kennedy; I know it’s unethi- The man leaned forward, so that his 
cal, and I wouldn’t ever play face seemed almost to project from 
such a trick on you myself. But it’s the visiscreen. “If you want my pri- 
orders.” vate guess, Mr. Kennedy, the govern- 

“Whose orders?” ment bought those parts. Want them 

“I got them from the sales chief, for some top secret project.” 



M FCATUSE NOVEL ky Pou/ Anderion ■ 
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“You don’t know who got them?” 

“No. Nor did my boss, when I 
asked him. It’s just orders from 
higher up. And who swings that 
much influence, except the govern- 
ment?” 

I could name a few — "What 
chance is there of our getting them 
later?” 

"Not much, I’m afraid. I gather 
all of our production of those par- 
ticular items will be going to this 
unidentified client.” 

“You couldn’t find out who it is? 
Maybe we could make a deal with 
them.” 

The man looked frightened. "It’d 
cost me my job if I got nosy.” 

“Perhaps we could find you a bet- 
ter job with our outfit.” 

“No!” 

“Well — never mind, then. If nec- 
essary, we can always make the parts 
ourselves.” 

“I’m really very sorry about all 
this. Murchison Laboratories has 
been one of our best clients. We 
hate to disappoint you this wav. 
Hope you won’t hold it against us in 
future purchases — ” 

“Of course not.” Like hell we 
won’t ! We can’t make further use 
of that company — not when it too 
has come under their control. 

Presently the man ended the con- 
versation and the screen went dark. 
For a moment the being who called 
himself Will Kennedy sat alone in 
his office, thinking. 

So Murchison Labs wouldn’t get 
it’s electronic parts. This had been 
the last source of supply for such 
delicate and unusual apparatus — all 
the others had been taken over, one 
by one, and on some or other pre- 
text had quit selling anything to 
Murchison which couldn’t be ob- 
tained from any ordinary source. 
Now this one, too — the secret re- 
search would be held up indefinite- 
ly while Kennedy got his plant or- 
ganized to manufacture all its own 
needs. 

Except that that wasn’t the worst 
of it. If they simply happened to be 
engaged in some parallel work, had 
merely beaten out the supermen in 
the course of normal competition for 
scarce material, it didn’t matter. 



They might even have thought that 
the various projects they nullified 
were being carried on by humans, 
and had throttled them as undesira- 
ble. The supermen themselves had 
had occasion to do that to humans. 

In either case, the thing to do was 
to affect a rapprochement, convince 
them of their incredible error, and 
join forces. 

But more and more the conflict 
didn’t look accidental. There was too 
much interference, all along the line, 
for all of it to be due to chance col- 
lisions with their unknown purpos- 
es. If they were so thoroughly aware 
of what the supermen were doing, 
how could they be ignorant of the 
nature of the workers? And if they 
knew that, they would only remain 
hidden if they were hostile! 

And in that case — 

It was high time for another meet- 
ing of the Council. 

K ENNEDY got up, a tall lean 
dark-haired man with a deep 
inward bitterness far behind his eyes, 
and put on his coat. He had to go 
home to call the others; the special 
circuit was there, and it was about 
quitting time anyway. 

Old Tom Murchison hailed him as 
he left the office. “What luck, 
Will?” 

“None,” shrugged Kennedy. 
“Somebody’s got in ahead of us and 
contracted for their entire output. 
I couldn’t find out whom. May be 
the government, working on some- 
thing secret.” He might as well let 
the old man think that. “Looks like 
we’ll just have to start making our 
own stuff.” 

“That’s a mighty big investment, 
especially in something so long- 
range as this subelectronic genera- 
tor — when you’re not even sure it’ll 
work!” 

“Research is what keeps us ahead, 
chief,” said Kennedy. "You founded 
these labs to do nothing but research. 
There’s no point in sticking to petty 
industrial problems. We don’t want 
to be just glorified consultants; this 
is a chance to get in on the around 
floor of something as fundamental 
and important as atomic energy. 




INCOMPLETE SUPERMAN 
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The old scientist nodded. “You’re 
right, of course — as usual. Okay, I’ll 
see if I can’t dig up a spare million 
dollars or two for you to play 
with.” 

“We’ll get it back tenfold in five 
or ten years.” 

“Maybe. At least — it’ll be fun!” 
The faded blue eyes twinkled. 

“Sure. Well, goodnight, chief.” 
Kennedy paused. “I might not be 
around tomorrow. I’d like to see a 
chap in Seattle sometime soon; he 
had some interesting ideas that I 
think we can use.” 

“No need to tell me, Will. You 
know you’ve got a free hand here. 
Goodnight.” 

The superman walked out onto 
the gravelled driveway. The early 
winter dusk had fallen, and snow 
was drifting softly out of a lower- 
ing sky. He was alone in a world 
of white and gray and gathering 
darkness. 

The faint pulse of life tingled in 
his nerves. He could sense the im- 
pulses of men in the building be- 
hind him, a little ragged now with 
weariness at the end of the day. A 
deeper subliminal current came from 
the town ahead, smoothed and muted 
by distance, the life forces of several 
thousand humans going about their 
business. A different pattern came 
briefly near, a dog loping through 
the snow. He felt the sudden ten- 
sion as it sensed him. Few dogs 
liked a superman, they could smell 
a subtle difference. 

He caught the fragment of a 
thought, some human’s unsystematic 
rambling : — not time tomorrow and 
dentist bill and straight up and— It 
faded back into the formless swirl- 
ing of nervous energy. 

Telepathy — but maddeningly in- 
complete, unreliable, brief flashes of 
clear reception and then darkness 
again. It was a sense the supermen 
should have had, but it was rudi- 
mentary in those few who possessed 
it at all. Even as psychosomatic con- 
trol was imperfect, as the endocrine 
system still wasn’t much better than 
man’s, as — 

The incomplete superman. Evolu- 
tion, he supposed, would in time 
have produced perfection of all that 



of which the present generation had 
only the beginnings. Only there 
wasn’t going to be any evolution; 
there wouldn’t be any future gener- 
ations. 

The supermen were sterile. 

H E FOUND his car and sent it 
whispering along the street to- 
ward his house. Thought filled his 
brain, the enormous logic of a brain 
with an I.Q. of 250 — not that I.Q. 
meant much when it got that high — 
thought only partially translatable 
into human terms. It was swift, that 
thought — hard, cold, and rapid as 
lightning flickering in a summer 
night; it held to its purpose without 
wandering; and it integrated more 
factors than a human brain could 
ever handle at once. 

He knew of the interference with 
his own work and with some of the 
projects carried on by others of h& 
species; he had bits of information 
hinting at trouble in almost every 
field. But it wasn’t coordinated and 
there wasn’t enough of it. More im- 
portant, no decision had been made 
as to what should be done about it. 

Definitely, the Council would have 
to meet. 

Snow whirled blindingly in the 
beam of his headlights. The rising 
wind seemed to hoot at him. It had 
been wandering the earth before 
man rose up on two feet and took 
the wind in his face; it would still 
be wandering when man was in his 
grave. 

Man — and susperman. 

Why do we bother? There’s no 
real hope ior us. We’re doomed, 
we’ll go down into oblivion and be 
ior gotten — unless — 

Unless! We may be able to over- 
come the sterility, somehow. And 
meanwhile, supermen are being born 
to human mothers, there’s always a 
new generation of sorts. He had a 
brief vision of a world controlled by 
his species, with a few select humans 
left as slaves and breeding stock. It 
wasn’t a pleasant thought. 

The house loomed before him. He 
slid the car into the garage and got 
out. 

As he entered, the music met him, 
and he scowled in annoyance. Anna 
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was composing again. There wasn’t 
time. 

But it held him, regardless. This 
was music for a superman, music 
such as no human had ever imag- 
ined; there were the tones above and 
below audibility, shivering along his 
sensitive nerves, raising his hackles 
with the return of old forgotten in- 
Btincts, blowing a wind upon him 
as if he looked into the cold depths 
of space itself. 

It was stark, that music. It was 
an underground river flowing 
through lightless caverns with blind 
fish swimming past ice floes, it was a 
wind howling over empty moors; it 
was the mad dance of witches on 
the Brocken; the cold glass-smooth 
brain of a creature older than the 
universe and a wild beast stirrine 
to life and flexing its claws down 
in the darkness of his subconscious. 
It laughed and sneered and roared 
at him; it flickered with little cold 
flames, it danced and mocked and 
lured. It was Anna’s. 

She heard him enter and her long 
fingers paused over the multiplex. 
The music snarled into silence, but 
it took a minute before the effects 
died within him, before the room 
seemed real again. 

“Like it?” she asked. "Symphonic 
Diabolique.” 

“It’s good,” said Kennedy. “It’s 
appropriate for us, isn’t it?” He 
smiled wryly. “From the human 
viewpoint, I mean. We are the old 
Enemy, you know, the unhuman be- 
ing that walks in darkness and 
strives for possession of man’s 
world. We even deal in human souls, 
in a way.” He shrugged. “Enough of 
that. There’s more urgent business 
at hand.” 

They did not speak to each other 
in those words. Supermen never did, 
except in the presence of humans — 
it wasn’t necessary. A phrase, a ges- 
ture, even a silence in the right 
place, could convey enough informa- 
tion for one of those minds instant- 
ly to grasp the whole. And that 
whole was not entirely expressible 
in human terms, it involved formula- 
tions found in no language of homo 
sapiens because no human brain 
could really comprehend them. An 



integrated totality, a trans-sensory 
visualization, a probability manifold 
— clumsy words, barely hinting at 
the immensity events behind them. 

How would you explain tensor 
analysis to a chimpanzee? 

But roughly, supermen’s thoughts 
and words could be rendered in hu- 
man terms. Their intelligence, in the 
ordinary sense, was not fantastically 
far above that of homo sapiens — a 
few humans had even gotten that 
high, been as bright as a mediocre 
superman. It was the extra compo- 
nents of their minds which made 
the essential difference, abilities 
possessed, if at all, only in the most 
rudimentary and distorted form by 
humans; and this difference, rather 
than the greater powers of sheer 
memory and reason, was what made 
comparison between the intellects of 
man and superman meaningless. 

A NNA GOT up and came over to 
him. She was tall and gaunt 
like himself, like most others of 
their species, and a human would 
not consider her beautiful — nor, for 
that matter, did Kennedy. But there 
was a fascination in her white skin 
and slant blue eyes and the aureole 
of frosty-gold hair about her high- 
cheeked face. You couldn’t hide that 
tremendous personality; it blazed 
from both of them with almost a 
physical force. No matter how in- 
conspicuous a superman tried to be, 
he remained the sort whom humans 
automatically obeyed. 

Like old Murchison, for instance. 
The scientist knew nothing about 
Kennedy except that he was a bril- 
liant young physicist and adminis- 
trator. Technically, he was no more 
than the owner’s chief assistant, vice 
president of the firm and director 
of research. Murchison himself 
wasn’t aware of it, but Kennedy 
ran the place. Which suited the su- 
perman — most of his breed preferred 
to be the power behind the throne, 
to have a human figurehead. 

Partly it was sheer ability which 
got a superman into a key position. 
Partly it was the overwhelming, un- 
stoppable personality. Partly it was 
semitelepathic control — not com- 
plete, for homo superior didn’t have 
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the senses or the projective ability 
except as a weak embryo of some- 
thing that would never develop ful- 
ly, but sufficient. A damping of cer- 
tain impulses, an insertion of cer- 
tain others — that was enough. 

“There’s trouble,” said Anna. 
"Someone else has blocked off your 
supplies again.” 

Kennedy nodded. “The same par- 
ties, no doubt, who’ve been balking 
me for the past three years. It be- 
gins to look very much as if some- 
one doesn’t want us to do work in 
subelectronics. And that’s a matter 
for the Council.” 

He went over to the house visi- 
phone. Ostensibly it was an ordinary 
instrument, but he had built subelec- 
tronic circuits into it. No human 
would ever detect his calls to the 
Councillors. 

No human. 

Anna turned back to her multi- 
plex, but didn’t play it while he 
called. Her eyes grew dreamy; she 
was composing in her head now, a 
silent immensity of tones sliding 
through her brain and singing deep 
in her nerves. 

Artists were as much in demand 
as scientists and administrators 
among the supermen. They were 
starved for expression suitable to 
themselves. Human works were all 
trivial, and not entirely comprehen- 
sible to a race with radically differ- 
ent emotional patterns. The Sympho- 
nic Diabolique would be— appreciat- 
ed. She smiled, a slow secret curving 
of chiseled lips. 

Kennedy’s set sputtered and 
whined with interference. He didn’t 
know enough about the huge new 
field of subelectronics to eliminate 
it, or even be very sure of its cause. 
Perhaps the motion of the planets 
themselves, varying gravitational 
fields through the Solar System, 
had something to do with it. The 
processes involved were perhaps the 
most fundamental of the physical 
universe. 

He got a dozen of the twenty-odd 
present members of the Council. The 
rest could be contacted soon enough. 
They shifted into the artificial lan- 
guage they had developed, but Ken- 
nedy didn’t trust it any more. If 



the unknowns were listening in — 
well, even such a code could be 
broken. 

“I think we should meet physical- 
ly, at Rendezvous Number Ten,” he 
said. “That way we’ll be safe from 
spies.” 

“They might possibly trace us and 
find out where we are,” objected 
Li Wang from Canton. 

“Quite so. But it won’t do them 
much good; they won’t be able to 
listen in on us.” 

“Very well.” The agreement went 
around the world, a few muttered 
syllables on the whispering beam. 
“Midnight tomorrow, then; ten’s lo- 
cal time." 

K ENNEDY turned off his set 
and looked back to Anna. “So 
much for that,” he said. “I’ll start 
tomorrow and follow an evasive 
path, just in case someone is trying 
to shadow us.” 

“We will,” she corrected. 

“But — don’t be a fool I Someone 
has to stay here. Leaving the house 
unguarded would be an invitation for 
them to come in and see what — ” 
“Let them. If they know enough 
to search this place, they won’t learn 
anything else by spying here. All 
you have lying about are some notes 
on subelectronics, and you said your- 
self you think they know as much 
about that as you do — or maybe 
more.” 

Kennedy scowled. “Even so — ” 
“I’m going. I haven’t seen anyone 
of the species except you for months 
now. You can bury yourself in the 
lab — I have to be polite to the 
humans that call and chatter — I’ve 
had about enough of it !” Anna’s 
eyes flashed, cold and arrogant. 

Kennedy shrugged. It wasn’t much 
use arguing with her, and he didn’t 
want her to leave him just yet. 

Since there was no chance of pro- 
pagating, most males and females of 
homo superior remained without 
ties. He thought wistfully that hu- 
man love must be a wonderful thing, 
but it wasn’t for his race. Respect, 
friendship, affection of a sort, yes — 
but they couldn’t lose themselves in 
the wonder of another, no one else 
could become all the world to them. 
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Whether it was a basic trait of the 
highly intellectualized breed, love 
simply man’s version of' an animal 
passion that superman had left be- 
hind him, or whether it was related 
to their sterility, he didn’t know. 

The male and female homo superi- 
or usually had a succession of hu- 
man mistresses or lovers — they were 
easy to deceive and dominate; they 
were convenient housekeepers or 
breadwinners and fronts in human 
society, leaving the superbeing free 
for other things. But he liked to 
have Anna around. He could talk 
to her. 

“Very well,” he said. 

And it might be just as well, he 
reflected. She had an uncanny facul- 
ty for intuitive grasping at realities' 
she might be able to make valuable 
suggestions. And they’d need all the 
help they could get. 

Snow whirled against the windows. 
He felt a sudden immense loneli- 
ness. The supermen were so few, so 
few, in a world of two-legged beasts. 
And somewhere out in that night 
lay their unknown enemy. 




K ENNEDY’S plane looked 
like an ordinary human vehi- 
cle, but he had installed modi- 
fications. As soon as he was well out 
of sight from the town he sealed the 
cabin, went up into the stratosphere, 
and headed for the meeting place at 
a thousand miles an hour. 

Earth slipped away far below 
him, green wonderful Earth, the 
only world in the Solar System 
where any of her children could real- 
ly be at home. Unless they developed 
the faster-than-light spaceship for 
which some of them hoped, the su- 
permen would have to stay here and 
slowly wring a place on the planet 
from man. Even if they did find 
means of going out among the stars, 
he wondered if they would care to 
abandon their birthplace. 

Even supposing they did that, 
they would still have to keep con- 



trol on Earth, make provision for 
the new supermen who would be 
born to human parents, see that the 
human race didn’t have a chance to 
interfere. 

A world of our own — Briefly, he 
wondered what it was like to be a 
man, to think oneself belonging on 
Earth, to walk freely beneath the 
sky and look up to the far planets 
and think. This is ours. 

But man had hope, as a race, and 
superman did not. A world of homo 
superior would never know the 
laughter of children; there would 
only be age and death and oblivion. 
Unless — 

But still we must control. The 
greater cannot remain subservient to 
the lesser, the very thought is intol- 
erable. We need man, but we cannot 
bow to him. We don’t want to en- 
slave, but we must control, or all our 
purposes, which they cannot com- 
prehend, will fall into dust. 

Anna sat quietly, looking out into 
the stratospheric dusk with unsee- 
ing eyes. He wondered what chords 
and harmonies were streaming 
through her head. 

Rendezvous Ten was simply an 
apartment building in Rio de Janei- 
ro, owned by a Brazilian superman 
and inhabited by others of the race. 
Kennedy set his plane down on 
whispering jets into the fragrance 
of a roof garden. In the darkness 
around him, he saw the parked ve- 
hicles of the other Councillors, with 
more arriving. Below him, the lights 
of the city winked and blazed an 
answer to the swarming stars. 

They went inside, to the room 
where the meeting was to be. The 
Councillors sat informally, convers- 
ing or lost in their own thoughts. 
To the outward eye, they were sim- 
ply human beings, men and women 
of various races with little to dis- 
tinguish them save the brilliant eves 
and high sharp features. But in- 
wardly — 

Any superman who wished could 
sit in on such a meeting, and not 
few of the tenants had chosen to do 
so. But generally they were glad 
enough to delegate their mutual 
problems to the Council and be free 
to carry on their private affairs. 
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Kennedy nodded greetings, found 
a seat and a drink, and waited for 
the rest to arrive. It didn’t take 
long. As the one who had called the 
meeting, he presided. 

I T WAS A strange conference. 

They sat so quietly, all of them, 
and spoke only short phrases in 
their special language. A gesture, a 
nuance of expression, a few words 
here and there with a subtle shift 
in tone — but it was enough. Precise 
and tremendous, the meanings stood 
forth. 

Kennedy described his frustra- 
tions through the latest one. He 
finished with what could be ren- 
dered into English as: “This mere- 
ly clinches my conviction that 
someone is opposing the project. I 
would like to hear any other infor- 
mation any of you may have which 
bears on the subject.” 

“Question,” said an African. “I’ve 
been in the Congo a long time, got- 
ten out of touch with things, and 
also I’m not a scientist. Why is 
this subelectronic work of such 
practical importance to anyone? 
The humans already have some small 
knowledge of the phenomena, so 
it’s not a monopoly of ours by any 
means. You’d expect them to work 
on it too.” 

“They do,” said Kennedy. “But as 
yet they find it only an interesting 
theoretical problem. I’ve carried the 
mathematics farther than any human 
has — or ever can, with their present 
techniques — and I can assure you 
that the field is basic. It seems to 
underlie all physical processes and 
integrate them in some fashion. For 
instance, my work gives the best ex- 
planation to date of gyromagnetism. 
I think it will provide a basis fox 
many developments, including the 
complete and controlled disintegra- 
tion of matter and the building of a 
spaceship which can circumvent the 
light-speed barrier. 

"Now obviously we can’t allow hu- 
mans to have that information, yet; 
I and certain of my associates are 
taking care of that. We’ll see to it 
that we become the recognized au- 
thorities on subelectronics. The de- 
vices which I shall allow my osten- 



sible employer to have, for instance, 
will apparently exhaust the possibil- 
ities of one branch of the field, 
though actually we will be getting 
certain much more powerful mech- 
anisms which I can have made with- 
out anyone’s realizing their true 
purpose. Thus most humans will 
listen to us when we tell them that 
further work in the field will be 
fruitless ; and we have the usual 
means for discouraging any who per- 
sist in being curious. Very much the 
same means that are being used 
against me right now! 

“The point is this: “No humans 
can be the opponents because none 
of them know about this work — at 
least, enough for them to have any 
conceivable reason, including simple 
competition for supplies, to hinder 
it. Even if that were the case, we 
would soon be able to track down 
the offenders and evade them. 
Humans simply can’t hide their ac- 
tivities from us. But here all in- 
vestigation has come to a dead end. 
It is always someone else who is re- 
sponsible, who is putting on pres- 
sure here and there. I can’t get a 
certain tube element because it's all 
being bought by another company, 
which wants it fox someone else 
whose directors have decided on a 
line of research requiring that part 
because a bottleneck in production 
of something else makes them look 
for a substitute ; and the bottleneck 
is due to a similar complex of inter- 
locking causes. . .and so on as far as 
we can trace it. 

“Sheer chance cannot account for 
it. I have been frustrated too many 
times, too thoroughly, and always 
with the same power and efficiency. 
Too many others of our race whom 
I know about have been having simi- 
lar troubles. Someone is out to stop 
us r 

T HEY TOOK that quietly, but 
the room seethed and crackled 
with nervous tension. Li Wang said 
slowly: “I have been having similar 
difficulties. As you know, we’ve 
been infiltrating the Chinese gov- 
ernment for the past ten years. And 
bit by bit, as our men got higher 
and higher, there have been trou- 
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bles. Their orders are counter- 
manded ; underlings prove obstrep- 
erous; the execution of policies 
fail because of unforseen and im- 
probable factors. And certain other 
policies which we vigorously oppose 
are pushed through in spite of all 
our efforts. For instance, we wanted 
no action taken to develop the Yun- 
nanese uranium strike. Humans 
have too much uranium to play 
with right now; moreover, it should 
be saved for our use later. Never- 
theless, that uranium is being 
mined. I have not been able to find 
out where all of it is going. Some- 
body wants that uranium now.” 

They began to tell what they 
knew then, report after report of 
difficulty, failure, an opposition 
hidden by the sheer complexity of 
its organization. It would have 
seemed fantastic to a human. A few 
supermen could control a nation by 
holding the key posts — or better 
yet, by being the indispensable ad- 
visors of the men who held those 
jobs. A human mind could not 
grasp the totality of the gigantic 
fluid web which was society; to 
him, its sheer complexity dissolved 
into a chaos. A superman could; he 
would know precisely what button 
to push somewhere to effect, 
through an inexorable chain of 
events, a desired happening some- 
where else. 

So they could appreciate the fact 
that someone was following their 
own methods — and doing it more 
efficiently. 

Even in the minds of men — 
Pierre Charmant said to them: “As 
most of you know, I am trying to 
produce a general trend in music 
which will influence human minds 
toward certain desired ends. You 
may not all be aware of the extent 
to which the mathematical theory 
of homo sapiens psychology has been 
worked out, but I assure you that 
our understanding is very precise. 
A different type of mentality en- 
joys, say, classical music from one 
that favors the latest cacophony ; 
but conversely, the pervasive influ- 
ence of one type of music will tend 
to mold a mind into the correspond- 



ing pattern.” He smiled at Anna. 
“Not for humans are your fiendish 
and beautiful compositions, my dear. 
We want them to have music that 
will make them soothed, amenable, 
easy-going. It won’t do that all by 
itself, of course, but among many 
other influences it will help. In the 
course of a century or two — ” 

“And you’ve been having trouble,” 
flashed Anna. 

“Exactly. Other schools are ris- 
ing. Valdurian’s style is especially 
bad for our purposes. I’ve investi- 
gated his background. He is clear 
enough himself, but he seems to 
have been under strange influences 
in his past. We appeal to snobbery 
through the critics, we give con- 
certs, buy radio time — but someone 
else is doing the same. Someone is 
very interested in promoting Val- 
durian.” 

"I’ve found writings here and 
there,” said Professor Gunnarsson. 
“Obscure works for the most part, 
but bearing marks of not having 
been written by humans. And the 
philosophers and scientists and poli- 
tical theorists whom we sponsor are 
meeting unexpectedly vigorous on- 
position from certain quarters whose 
background I cannot exactly trace.” 

“I think that’s enough,” said Ken- 
nedy. “It’s plain that there is some 
organization parallel to ours, aponr- 
ently better set up and more thor- 
oughly entrenched. They, too, want 
to manipulate and control man for 
their own purposes — which apparent- 
ly conflict at important points with 
ours. They seem to have some aware- 
ness of us; just how much I do not 
know. They ma}’- suspect our true 
nature, or they may crack down on 
general principles. If, for instance, 
they don’t want anyone not under 
their direct control to do subelec- 
tronic research, they’d try to stop 
me whether they knew I was a su- 
perman or not. 

"The trouble is, we know nothing 
about them. They remain shadows: 
we encounter only their puppets.” 

T HE PAUSE that followed was 
long by superman standards, 
while they turned the information 
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over in their minds, but it lasted only 
a second or two by chronological 
time. Then Hallmyer said thought- 
fully: “The most obvious answer is 
that they are of our race but have 
built up a parallel organization with- 
out knowing about us. After all, we 
only began to realize our true na- 
ture and to band together about fifty 
years ago. We could easily have 
missed many of the race — we must 
have done so. If some of these went 
through a similar development, the 
two groups could be quite unaware 
of each other’s existence — especially 
when each is trying to be as secretive 
as possible.” 

“By now they must begin to sus- 
pect the same about us that we think 
about them,” said Charmant. “Why 
aren’t they trying to contact us? 
There is no earthly reason for con- 
flict within the race.” 

“Isn’t there?”' asked Gunnarsson. 
“I can imagine any number of possi- 
ble reasons for a clash, including the 
hypothesis that these unknowns rep- 
resent some sort of variant of the 
mutation and therefore do not belong 
to the race at all. Suppose they have 
some radically different purpose. We 
want simply to gain control of man- 
kind’s world. They may want some- 
thing entirely different; they may 
want the control for themselves 
alone.” 

"If they’re friendly, we needn’t 
worry,” said Kennedy. “Sooner or 
later, contact will be made from one 
side or the other and agreement 
reached. But in view of the facts, 
and of our own precarious position 
on Earth, we’ll have to assume they’re 
somehow hostile. Then it becomes a 
problem of finding them, spying 
them out — and destroying their pow- 
er.” 

“I don’t think they are of the race 
at all,” said Anna suddenly. 

They looked at her in some sur- 
prise. Her strange eyes went beyond 
them, out to the darkness beyond the 
window, and her few voiced words 
were very quiet. “I’ve seen some of 
those writings Gunnarsson talks 
about,” she whispered. "I’ve heard 
some of the music, seen paintings 



and poems and sculpture. And there’s 
the whole way in which they’ve gone 
about all this. 

“It doesn’t feel right.” 

There was a longer silence now. 
They could sense the tension in her 
nerves, catch a fragment of thought 
more on the subconscious than the 
conscious level. It was weirdly con- 
vincing, the more so since all of them 
had bits and pieces of undeveloped 
abilities — and intuition or precogni- 
tion or whatever it was might well 
be one of them. 

A stocky, space-burned male spoke 
from a corner. “Sophoulis,” he intro- 
duced himself. "I came along when 
Kyrenberg told me there was to be a 
meeting. I’ve got a hunch of my own 
about these beings.” 

T HEY TURNED to him, and the 
enormous truth was in their 
minds even before he spoke. He nod- 
ded grimly. 

Kennedy lifted his eyebrows. The 
gesture could have been rendered as, 
“What evidence have you?” 

“I’ve been exploring on Mars late- 
ly. Geological survey. I got off by 
myself in the Syrtis Minor, a long 
ways from anyone else or any usual 
visitors. And I saw a spaceship. 

"It came low over the sand — a 
huge thing, at least a thousand feet 
long. It was of some shining coppery 
metal I couldn’t identify, and its de- 
sign was different from anything I’d 
ever seen or imagined before. For 
one thing, it had no vision ports that 
I could see. For another thing, it had 
no jets. It just seemed to glide along 
with no motive power at all — and 
fast ! 

“I hunched low in the sand and 
tried to hide, but as soon as it was 
over the horizon I got out my in- 
struments. There were some pretty 
sensitive detectors there. I could have 
spotted any ship in the Solar System 
by the radiations from its atomic and 
electronic equipment, shielded or not. 
But this thing didn’t make the nee- 
dles flicker even once. On the other 
hand, it was emitting quite a lot of 
subelectronic stuff. 

“When I got back to Sandy Land- 
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ing, I tried to organize an expedition 
into the Syrtis country. I meant to 
find their base. I would have gone 
alone if I could have gotten a Mars- 
tractor and the rest of the things I 
needed. But it was the same old story 
you’ve been telling. So sorry, all the 
tractors are spoken for. No, I’m 
afraid we can’t get any from Aresport 
or Schiaparelli either. When I tried 
to buy one from a private party at 
an outrageous price, something tied 
up the communications to Earth, I 
couldn’t get funds from my bank. 
And so on. I had to give up finally. 
And that’s all I know — but I think 
it’s enough !” 

They looked at each other, the su- 
permen, and finally Kennedy laughed, 
a harsh bark in the explosive silence. 
“It’s not conclusive,” he said, “but 
it’s certainly indicative. If there are 
beings from the stars who want to 
control Earth for their own purposes, 
it would explain a lot of things. 

“And in that case, we have to find 
them. And overcome them. Because 
they surely aren’t gt»ing to let us go 
through with our own plans.” 

“It might be done,” said Anna 
softly. "I think perhaps they could 
be found.” Decision firmed her 
mouth. “You’ll take a vacation from 
the lab. Will. Then our first job will 
be to disappear so that they can’t pos- 
sibly know where we are. Then we 
have to start looking for them — with- 
out ever revealing ourselves. And 
then we have to communicate the in- 
formation, preferably without their 
knowing it.” 

Her eyes swept the room. "And 
the rest of you will have to organize 
an attack. I don’t know yet what kind 
it will be. I rather think physical 
force would be useless against these 
creatures, whatever they are — men or 
supermen or nonhumans from the 
stars. But we have to be ready for 
anything. We’ll need all the super- 
men of Earth ready to strike in any 
fashion that may be necessary.” 

They nodded, bleakly. 

When Kennedy and Anna emerged 
onto the roof, only an hour or so had 
passed. He was vaguely surprised to 



find it still near the middle of the 
night. 

He looked up to the grandly glit- 
tering stars and a shiver ran down 
his spine. The darkness seemed sud- 
denly cold. 




K ENNEDY had set up a small 
supersonic vibrator to sound- 
proof the room. Now they 
were as alone in it as they could be 
on Earth. 

Alone, alone — it was dark outside; 
the early night had fallen and a heavy 
spring rain washed out of the lower- 
ing sky and rivered along the empty 
street. The dim yellow lamps gleamed 
on the wet pavement. A dull glow of 
city lights flimmered behind the 
looming buildings, and he could feel 
the rumble of traffic and sense the 
pulsing nervous flow of millions of 
lives. But in this district the ways 
were deserted, the hotel was quiet, 
they were alone. 

Anna was playing her violin. The 
music rose and fell, wailing an eerie 
desolation through him, swirling in 
the air like dead leaves hurrying be- 
fore a gale. He sat at the window, 
staring into the rain. It ran down 
the glass, a slow dark stream, he 
seemed to be looking out at a 
drowned world. 

The music filled the cheap, dreary 
room with a song that was wild and 
desolate, calling to the nighted sky 
and mumbling over a barren ground. 
There was darkness in the music, 
night and wind and a quenchless bit- 
ter longing; it hunted up and down 
the scale with hunger in its heart. 
Anna was lost in it; her eyes were 
unseeing and her silvery-gold head 
was bent over the violin as if it 
whispered something to her. 

Kennedy sat half listening, half 
thinking his own thoughts. The long 
months of work were done, and now 
the climax was on him. Unless — un- 
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less this, too, were a blind alley; un- 
less he should go into the building 
and find only emptiness. He won- 
dered. More and more, his opponents 
seemed shadows, ghostly hands mov- 
ing a piece on a chessboard and then 
retreating into darkness. He won- 
dered if he would ever really find 
them. 

But the trail seemed clear. It had 
taken a long time of slow patient in- 
vestigation, feeling their way along 
the tangled net of the enemy organi- 
zation, and the need for secrecy had 
hampered them still further and 
tautened their nerves to the breaking 
point. But — it could be done. 

One could find out that a certain 
company was controlled by unknowns 
in another city, who in turn were 
puppets of someone else — not that 
they knew it, but economic and so- 
cial strings were pulled, they react- 
ed accordingly, and so the will of the 
hidden masters was done. These 
threads were themselves manipulated 
from some other place, and of course 
there was a reaction such that the 
organizations they controlled had in- 
fluence on them — the sheer immensi- 
ty of the web put it beyond even 
Kennedy’s full understanding; but it 
worked, it worked, and with a mini- 
mum of direct supervision. 

And some or other important hu- 
man, politician or scientist or writ- 
er, could be shown to be under the 
influence of someone else whose ante- 
cedents were vague. And the super- 
man’s telepathy, maddeningly incom- 
plete and unreliable as if was, re- 
vealed evidence of direct mental tam- 
pering in those advisors, their en- 
cephalic currents weren’t quite nor- 
mal — 

There were other traces: a bril- 
liantly written political treatise, a sci- 
entific paper, a symphony or paint- 
ing, which somehow didn’t feel right, 
didn’t fit in with the times. One 
could try to locate the author or art- 
ist — and that trail ended in a con- 
trolled human or a blank anonymity, 
but one could still hazard a guess — 

There were gaps in the trail, dead 
ends where no human detective could 
have gone further. But always An- 
na’s intuition suggested some other 



approach, leaping beyond facts to a 
conclusion she could not justify ra- 
tionally but which turned out to be 
right more often than not. “ The au- 
thor of this paper is an amateur mu- 
sician. . .classical mostly... I don’t 
know why, it feels as if he must 
be. . .” And there had been Kennedy’s 
logic, piecing together seemingly un- 
related data, slowly evolving a com- 
plete picture — 

And ultimately one thread led to 
New York and the Terran Import 
Company. An unostentatious firm, 
not openly wealthy or powerful, but 
doing more business than it should, 
spreading tentacles into every cor- 
ner of the Solar System. The manage- 
ment was all human, very respect- 
able, entirely above suspicion. But 
Kennedy had seen the president and 
felt the curious impulses superim- 
posed on the normal nervous rhy- 
thms which meant that some sort of 
compulsion had been put on him. 

T HE ALIENS had to have some 
kind of front. In the last analy- 
sis, they had to have a definite head- 
quarters. More likely they had many, 
and the Terran Import Company was 
one. 

And if this was the end of the 
long hunt, then he had to enter their 
stronghold and find out what they 
really were and try to get back alive. 

“Tonight,” he said. “Tonight I’ll 
go in; the building is empty after 
midnight except for a watchman, I've 
made certain of that.” 

He felt the small subelectronic 
communicator in his pocket. Anna 
had another tuned to his, and one of 
their trunks held a larger unit which 
could reach the Council all over 
Earth. Given one minute to flash his 
information to her, he could let all 
the race know who the enemy was. 
After that — 

Well, he hoped to escape with his 
life and sanity, but it didn’t matter 
too much. Life under that shadow 
would not be worth a great deal to 
a being with his power compulsion. 

The supermen had to control Earth, 
otherwise life became an empty farce 
and it was better to lie in the ground. 
Anna put her violin aside and came 
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over to him. “Still not a trace,’’ she 
murmured. “We’ve run them down, 
I’m sure of it, but still not a hint 
what they are. Who are they, to hide 
that well?” 

Kennedy shrugged. “Who knows? 
They could be from any of the stars.” 

“Maybe. But still — it doesn’t feel 
that way. They don’t really act the 
way aliens should. There’s something 
— terrestrial — about them, Will. I 
don’t know what it is, but I know 
it’s there.” 

He smiled crookedly. “But you 
don’t like the theory that they’re of 
our race or a similar mutation,” he 
pointed out. 

“No. That doesn’t seem right ei- 
ther, somehow.” She shuddered and 
laid a hand on his. The lazy mockery 
had worn from her in the last 
months, her cool self-possession had 
dropped away and she was fright- 
ened. “I can’t imagine what they are. 
I just can’t imagine anything that 
fits.” 

“I still favor the notion that they’re 
from the stars,” he said ; “another 
mutation like ours just violates prob- 
ability." 

“We ourselves do that,” she re- 
plied. 

“True. It’s still the most baffling 
scientific mystery I know of.” He 
looked out into the rainy night and 
his laugh was harsh. “Why are we 
trying to track down these aliens? 
What do we care what they're like? 
We still don’t really know what we 
are.” 

“Doesn’t Lomonosov think our mu- 
tation involves some new biological 
principle?” 

“Yes. But he’s never been able to 
work out just what the principle is.” 
Kennedy swung around to face her. 
“Look, let’s go over everything we 
know about ourselves. Once again, 
for the millionth time. It may give 
us a clue. It may hint at what the 
aliens are.” 

M E TICKED the points off on 
his fingers. "Externally, we 
look human, except that some of us 
lack wisdom teeth and little toes and 
all males have a tendency to early 
baldness. Internally, we’re definitely 



not human; we’re superior to man in 
many ways. We lack the vermiform 
appendix, of course; the arch of the 
foot is stronger; the vertebrae of the 
lumbar region have fused ; the pelvis 
is different; the sinus drains down- 
ward; certain muscles differ, the cir- 
culatory system is more efficient ; the 
eyes are keener and stand the strain 
of close work better — in general, 
we’re mechanically superior to man. 
We do, though, have less sense of 
smell — again, about what you’d ex- 
pect in the next stage of human evo- 
lution. There is also a tendency to 
brachycephaly and a tall, slender 
build, though that does have excep- 
tions. 

"Metabolism is different, more ef- 
ficient as a rule. We have partial 
voluntary control of involuntary 
functions when we want it; for in- 
stance, we can set up a nerve bloc 
to cut off pain impulses from the 
brain, and a few of us seem able even 
to control regeneration — it’s handy to 
be able to will the absorption of a 
tumor! We can handle all this be- 
cause we have the intelligence and 
self-control to make proper use of it, 
which other animals, including most 
men, couldn’t. A primitive human 
who could will to cease feeling pain 
would simply ignore those danger 
signals, and soon die. 

"The nervous system is the vital 
point of difference. Our brains 
aren’t larger than human, but they’re 
better organized. We don’t go in- 
sane, though we’re not all free from 
neuroses, without therapy. The aver- 
age I. Q. , insofar as it means any- 
thing in relation to us, is well over 
200, and we are capable of totally 
different types of thought from hu- 
man logic. And then we have frag- 
ments of still other abilities, telena- 
thy and precognition and perfect in- 
tuition and more — but all in the most 
rudimentary form, as if we were still 
evolving them. 

"And, of course, we’re sterile.” Bit- 
terness twisted his mouth. "We’re 
sterile.” 

"And why is that?” she asked soft- 
ly, though she had heard the answer 
often enough before. 

"It’s a matter of chromosome de- 
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fects. A union of gametes, in our 
case, just doesn’t produce a viable 
cell. I don’t think there’s anything 
that can be done about it. Our best 
bet would be some form of synthetic 
reproduction, exogenetic development 
of artificially created cells.” He 
made a wry face. ‘‘I don’t like that 
much better.” 

The rain poured down, slow and 
dark and still. 

“Now as to our origin,” went on 
Kennedy after a moment, “we’re all 
born of human parents — human moth- 
ers, at least. We appear in all races 
with about the same — low — frequen- 
cy, and usually don’t suspect our na- 
ture until one of the Council’s inves- 
tigators finds us, routes us through 
therapy, then takes us into the organ- 
ization. Feeling ourselves, then — 
casting off the armor and fictitious 
loyaties of most humans, we’re glad 
to join our own species. 

“It was only about fifty years ago 
that a few of us reached the true 
conclusion as to their nature and be- 
gan to look for others. Since then 
we’ve only found about three thou- 
sand, out of the Solar System’s four 
billion. It’s no high percentage, but 
we think the ordinary rate of birth 
is enough to maintain our numbers. 

"A few facts have come out: A 
large proportion of us are illegiti- 
mate children with mysterious fa- 
thers who have since disappeared; 
and there’s excellent reason to sus- 
pect that even the married women 
who bore the rest did not have those 
children by their husbands. Illegiti- 
macy is getting so common these days 
that we’ve never been able to track 
down any of these unknown men. 
Naturally, it would be wonderful to 
find a few fertile supermen, but I 
doubt that there are any. Our fa- 
thers, I think, carry some mutation 
which combined with the normal hu- 
man inheritance produces one of us, 
but their phenotype is probably quite 
human. It’s well known that such 
crosses differ more radically from 
the norm than either parent; in fact, 
I think a good many defective births 
have the same fathers — unsuccessful 
crosses. At any rate, the hybrid hu- 
man-semihuman is sterile like many 



other hybrids in the biological world. 

“Sterile!” The bitterness was sud- 
denly raw in his voice. “By all chaos, 
sterile ! Our kind can reach the stars, 
but it can’t do what the humblest 
plant can do ; it can’t maintain itself.” 

“Why?” she asked. 

WM7HY? WHO knows? Apa*t 
ww from the simple biology of 
it, I don’t know of any deeper rea- 
son. Unless — well, other species have 
reached a peak and then suddenly de- 
clined and become extinct. It may be 
the same with man. There may be 
some basic reason why the ultimate 
development of a race must be ster- 
ile — an Indian summer before the 
long winter comes.” He nodded. 
“Yes, I rather think it’s something 
like that.” 

"But we aren’t the end of evolu- 
tion, Will. We know we couM go 
higher. All those half-abilities we 
have — they must mean something.” 

“Uh-huh. But what? Humankind 
doesn’t seem to have changed appre- 
ciably for the last half-million years 
— maybe million. Why is that? Why 
should it be static so long, when it 
had been one of Earth’s most rapid- 
ly evolving lines before? And then 
why should we suddenly appear, all 
in one jump which violates every law 
of biological probability? I don’t 
know, Anna.” 

“I don’t think we are the first,” 
she said. “I think members of the 
race have been born for a long time, 
but they never knew who they were. 
There have been sterile geniuses in 
the past — at least, they never had 
children. Da Vinci, Roger Bacon — I 
wonder. I wonder how lonely they 
must have been.” 

“That sounds more reasonable,” he 
admitted. “But even so, the birth of 
something so radically different 
from normal human stock — but no 
matter. We may find out someday. 
There’s this problem here to solve 
first.” 

He got up and paced restlessly. “I 
thought maybe reviewing the facts 
would help me somehow with this,” 
he said. "If there were a chance of a 
similar mutation, a third species of 
genus homo— but I can’t see that. As 
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you said, the thought just doesn’t 
feel right.” 

His face was haggard as he looked 
out at the rain. “We’ve got to over- 
come them,” he said between his 
teeth. “We have no choice, Anna. 
The need to control is in us. We 
can’t fit into human society, it 
doesn’t have goals or a structure suit- 
able for us, so we have to dominate 
it. Not tyrannically, even though we 
can rule man better than he can rule 
himself. But the road humans take 
must be one which does not block 
ours. And if these aliens dispute our 
road — they have to go. For the sake 
of our sanity, they have to go.” 

The night brooded enormously 
over him, the dark was filled with 
the slow senseless power of rain 
spilling from the sky, mindless inor- 
ganic night of loneliness and despair. 
He stood waiting for the hours to 
end, sunk into the pit of the night. 

Anna took up her violin and began 
to play again. 




A FTER THE rain, there was 
fog swirling through the hol- 
low canyons of streets, blur- 
ring the lamps and the few shadowy 
vehicles which slipped by. Kennedy 
felt glad of the mist, though he 
knew it wouldn’t hide him from the 
watchers of the enemy. 

He stood in an alley across the 
street from the Terran Import Build- 
ing, straining his perceptions into 
the wet gray dark. The building 
wasn’t large as such structures went, 
but it loomed black and monstrous in 
the fog; it seemed a crouching beast 
waiting for him. He fought back the 
tension that thrummed along every 
nerve and groped for signs of life. 

He had watched the place for sev- 
eral nights running. It seemed to be 
deserted after twelve or one, and it 
would be no trick to get inside. Only 
—was it really empty? 

His sense of nervous energy 
reached out through the fog. He 



could feel the vibrations of the 
watchman, an ordinary untampered 
human making a sleepy round — no 
danger there. But what else was it 
that thrummed and pulsed in the 
building, just on the limits of his 
perception? 

He strove to identify that deep 
steady wave, but it eluded him, mad- 
deningly. It wasn’t an electric or 
atomic machine of any sort, it wasn’t 
— anything. He couldn’t even be sure 
whether it really existed outside his 
own strained imagination. 

But of course they would have un- 
known mechanisms operating, some- 
thing subelectronic perhaps. It might 
be some sort of barrier, a death trap 
for the curious — worse yet, something 
that would seize control of a mind — 
but that was a chance he had to take. 

If he could get in, if he could find 
their central offices and go through 
whatever files and apparatus there 
might be — even if no direct evidence 
of their origin and nature were pres- 
ent, he and Anna should easily be 
able to deduce enough from whatever 
they found to serve as a basis of ac- 
tion for the race. 

The race, the race — the Councillors 
crouched over their receivers ; the su- 
permen waiting around the planet 
with their tremendous hidden weap- 
ons — the night was full of their ten- 
sion. Strange struggle, beneath the 
surface of man’s peaceful world! 
Briefly, Kennedy wondered what 
powers and intrigues might not make 
up the whole of reality, what hidden 
wars might be going on between be- 
ings whose existence even the super- 
men and their opponents did not sus- 
pect. 

But no time for that, no time. He 
was going in. 

He whispered into the communi- 
cator: “All clear, I think.” 

“Will — ” Anna’s anxious breath 
trembled in his car. “Will — don’t go 
in there.” 

“I have to, Anna.” 

“I — it isn’t you alone, Will. It’s 
all of us. I have a feeling that w r e — 
we won’t like what we find out to- 
night — ” 

He smiled wistfully in the dark 
and the drifting fog. “I don’t like 
it now,” he said. "But this is enough 
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now. The next time I call, it will be 
with information of — some kind!” 
With a sudden tenderness he had 
never really felt before: “Goodbye, 
Anna.” 

Then quickly he walked across the 
street to the entrance of the build- 
ing. 

T HE DOOR was locked, of course. 

That meant nothing, the tum- 
blers clicked back from his magnetic 
controller and he stepped through 
into the lobby. It lay in shadow, 
only a dim night light burning — 
empty, empty. 

He slipped over to the stairs and 
went up them at a rapid cat-footed 
pace. One hand lay in his pocket, the 
fingers wrapped about one of the su- 
permen’s small deadly energy guns. 
He knew how futile it was likely to 
be, but the cold metal gave him ani- 
mal comfort. 

The vibrations of the machine were 
stronger now. It must lie somewhere 
near the top of the building, which 
was also the most logical place for 
the offices of the enemy. Probably 
no human was allowed up there. 

Human! He felt the life-energy of 
the watchman, coming down the 
stairs, and flattened himself against 
the wall. It was best not to be too 
obtrusive physically, though — 

It was easy. His mind seemed ab- 
normally strong; it surged forth and 
gripped the old man’s brain with im- 
palpable fingers. It was just a matter 
of cutting off optical perception of 
that area where he stood. The watch- 
man never saw him; he went on 
downstairs in his slow fashion, un- 
knowing. 

Kennedy stood looking after the re- 
treating back. It wasn’t often that 
he could control any portion of a hu- 
man’s brain that directly, but the ten- 
sion that keyed him now had sharp- 
ened and strengthened all his facul- 
ties to a terrific pitch. If only he 
could rely on that ability, could have 
it all the time — 

But he didn’t. It was partial, 
sporadic, not really controllable. The 
physiologists said it was a new brain 
center, a mutation of the parapsycho- 
logical powers possessed in very 



slight degree by humans; but super- 
man didn’t really have much more 
than homo sapiens. 

Why not? Why are we incom- 
plete? Why are we sterile, why has 
evolution come to a halt in us when 
there is so much left to do? How is 
it that we are born at all, who are 
our fathers, why should they have 
been mutated either? So many new 
abilities in one mutation just doesn’t 
make biological sense. 

But no time for that now, there’s 
more urgent work at hand. 

He went on up the stairs, flight 
after flight winding up into dark- 
ness. The building was silent, empty, 
but the monstrous nonauditory thrum 
of the machine filled his being now, 
shouted within him, raised shudder- 
ing echoes in the atoms of the walls. 

Upward, upward. Now the top 
floor lay ahead, and it was closed 
off by a locked door. Kennedy 
opened it and stepped through into 
a corridor. 

It lay blank and bare before him, 
lit by a couple of dull night lights, 
full of shadows and silence. And the 
machine. 

And the machine! The terrific 
pulsations shook his being now, quiv- 
ered in every cell of him. Incredible 
that humans went blindly on their 
way, in and out of the building, and 
never sensed it, never dreamed of its 
existence or of the monstrous pow- 
ers that laired in this hall. Fantastic, 
that the rulers of the world should 
be here. 

No— not here. The floor was emp- 
ty, there was no life anywhere in its 
stillness, only he had movement 
through the twilight. He breathed a 
shuddering sigh of relief. The enemy 
was gone. He was safe. 

H E WENT down the corridor 
toward the ordinary glass-front- 
ed door from behind which came the 
subliminal drone of the machine. His 
footsteps echoed hollowly between 
the walls; his shadow followed him, 
rippling over the bare polished stone. 
He could not shake off the irration- 
al feeling that it was a fetch, a 
watchful ghost dogging him down a 
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road along which there would be no homo sapiens, seeking out desirable 



return. 

The vibrations of the machine must 
have affected his nerves. Grasping 
for sanity, he paused at a window to 
look over the city. Beyond the dark- 
ness of this area, it glowed and 
flamed with light; it was filled with 
the life of wakeful millions, the 
muted hum of traffic came faintly 
to his preternaturally sharpened 
hearing. 

Mankind, unsuspecting mankind 
going about its ways while he stood 
in a tower of darkness, while the 
night was filled with a hidden strug- 
gle for the rule of those witless 
herds. Man, father to the superman, 
not knowing his sons for what they 
were. 

But are we his sons? Is such a mu- 
tation evenpossible? 

What, after all, was the most logi- 
cal way for superman to evolve? Not 
in one fantastic mutation of un- 
known thousands of genes all work- 
ing to produce the same result: the 
very formulation was an insult to 
the laws of probability. No, homo su- 
perior should have evolved from 
homo sapiens in the same way that 
other species had evolved from a par- 
ent stock — by isolation of a few not 
very different mutants, selection and 
intensification of the new traits, new 
mutations gradually appearing and 
being lost if they were unfavorable, 
being incorporated if they gave some 
advantage. 

Like always tended to mate with 
like. Even in the earliest times, there 
must have been a strong tendency for 
the most intelligent people, or those 
differing from the norm in any fash- 
ion, to get mates similar to them- 
selves. If at an early stage such a 
kith had withdrawn from the main- 
stream of humanity — 

And then as time went on and the 
differences became greater; the new 
stock would perhaps deliberately 
seek to incorporate such humans as 
showed similar traits into itself. Par- 
ticularly if its high intelligence led 
it to early knowledge of the princi- 
ples of inheritance. Thus, for a long 
time, the developing superman stock 
would be mingling unsuspected with 



humans for inclusion into the group — 
until finally the differences became 
so great that mating was no longer 
possible. Even then, homo superior 
could control homo sapiens whenever 
necessary, though probably the new 
species would hold itself aloof most 
of the time. It would have so little 
in common with the ancestral stock. 

And that would also explain why 
the human genus, which had hither- 
to been evolving at one of the high- 
est speeds known to paleontology, 
should suddenly have become nearly 
static. There had been no appreciable 
change in man for the past half-mil- 
lion or even million years. Of course 
not — homo superior had been Fkim- 
ming off the cream of the crop! 

T - -• . t 

it did not explain the fact that homo 
superior had not appeared in that 
fashion, that he was, instead, born to 
normal humans with all his alienage 
given him at one incredible step. 

Nor did it say anything about the 
unknowns, except to suggest that per- 
haps they were another type of mu- 
tation. How unhuman could they be? 
We’re bad enough! 

But I’m wasting time. 

The flashing thought, which had 
taken perhaps half a second, died 
within Kennedy. He threw back his 
shoulders, turned from the window, 
and walked up to the door. 

It was locked with — something 
new. Something that held it shut but 
was not material, a binding force. 
Kennedy would have sworn if he had 
been human. As it was, he took out 
his energy gun and cut the door open. 
Let them realize that he had been 
here; it would be too late then. 

T HE ROOM beyond seemed 
strangely unreal. There was a 
cold white light streaming from 
walls and ceiling and floor, filling 
the very air. He had no way of gaug- 
ing distances, the room might have 
been small or it might have reached 
out beyond the edge of the sky. 

His eyes swung to the machine. It 
crouched low on the floor, a massive 
thing with angles and curves in its 
dark metal that did not seem to obey 
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any sane geometrical laws. Multidi- 
mensional — what were the builders? 

No time, no time. He looked about 
for other evidence, a filing cabinet, 
a desk drawer, anything. Yes, there 
was a strangely shimmering globe 
seeming to hang in midair. As he 
looked, the vague swirl of formless- 
ness within it coalesced into symbols. 

No language of Earth, that. He de- 
cided that it was somehow responsive 
to telepathic impulses, throwing the 
desired information onto a screen at 
the owner’s mental command. He 
thought at it, What is the origin and 
nature of your builders? and his mind 
trembled as he did. 

The symbols were meaningless, but 
he photographed them with a tiny 
microcamera. The superman philolo- 
gists could, with the help of their 
electronic semantic analyzers, break 
down any rational language in short 
order. He flashed other questions: 
What are their pov/ers? What do 
they want on Earth? What do they 
know about us?, and watched the 
symbols change. 

His glee was boundless. Here was 
all the information that they needed. 
The supermen would know — and 
knowing, they could act, and — 

And — 

He turned at the sudden blaze 
within his nerves. His gun leaped 
into his hand. And then his fingers 
went limp, the weapon clattered to 
the floor, and he was locked into 
physical paralysis. 

The being that stepped from the 
machine looked, manlike, but his mag- 
nificently domed head v/as bald and 
the great golden eyes held such a 
frightful intensity of power that 
Kennedy could not meet them, he 
cried out in terror. 

The thoughts roared in his skull: 
— It was about time you knew. Now 



that you have come this far, you may 
as well go back to your friends and 
warn them. They have their place in 
the — ? — plan, but it will be useless 
for them to oppose us. We can stop 
all their energies, freeze their minds, 
and cast them down to ruin. Accept 
the fact. Accept us as the rulers of 
Earth. 

Grim amusement tinged the 
thought : — The servant warned me 
and I came. But it was hardly nec- 
essary. The records would have told 
you the truth. 

— Incredible that you did not sus- 
pect before. But you dared not real- 
ize the truth. It was staring you in 
the eyes, but your subconscious 
minds would not accept the conclu- 
sion. 

— You are essentially right about 
the origin of homo superior .. . Man 
and your breed have a place in our 
scheme, but you will never be able 
to understand its entirety. 

— There are not many of us on 
Earth, and most of those are males. 
Others are on the great worlds of 
the Galaxy where proper — ? — devel- 
opment is possible. Since we can easi- 
ly disguise ourselves, and we are so 
made that human women are not re- 
pulsively alien, there are occasional 
hybrids. 

Hybrids, with only part of the 
powers of their fathers. Like most in- 
terspecies hybrids, sterile. 

— I pity you, half-breed. Go back 
to your kind now. Live your lives. 
As long as you do not trespass on 
forbidden ground, we will leave you 
alone. Goodbye. 

The steel grip on his mind was 
lifted. Kennedy stumbled, fell to the 
floor, looked numbly up at the figure 
that loomed over him against the 
blaze of energy from the machine. 

“Father,” he whispered. “Father.” 
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Benjamin had powers — real powers — and that meant he was a 
true prophet, one who could seek out the false prophets and 
protect the people from the Scientists. For hadn’t the Scientists 
nearly destroyed humanity with their evil? 
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OOK HARDER,” the old 
man said sternly. “You’re 
not trying. Over on the 
road to Whittier. Now then. What do 



you see?” 

The boy squirmed. “I get so tired, 
grand-daddy,” he complained. 
“When I look the way you *ell me 
to, it makes my eyes hurt and gives 
me a pain in my head. Can’t I go 



“Mo,” the old man answered un- 
sympathetically. “Close your eyes, 
then, if looking makes them hurt. 
You always see more with your eyes 
closed anyway. Look out through 
the top of your head. Is there any- 
body on the road?” 

There was a pause. The boy’s face 
grew tense and a little pale. His 
hands had clenched. “I see five peo- 
ple walking along together,” he said 
at last. 

“Good! — Arc they human beings. 



or mutants?” 

“Human beings.” 

“Is there anyone with them — a 
prophet, or a lord — or are they by 
themselves?” . 

“They’re by themselves. Two of 
them are women, and one of them 
is wearing shoes. I — I think they 
must be going to Whittier to trade, 
because the woman with shoes is 
carrying a couple of chickens, and 
the others have vegetables and stuff. 
The big man has money in his pock- 



et. 






“That’s fine. That’s more than you 
usually see. You’re getting better all 
the time, Benjamin. Can you see 
what’s in the people’s minds?” 

“Minds?” The boy opened his 
eyes and gave Tobit a puzzled 
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glance. “I don’t know what you 
mean, grand-daddy." 

The old man sighed. “You never 
can do that,” he said softly, as if to 
himseif. “It’s too bad. There’s no 
ability it’s more useful for a proph- 
et to have. Still — ” his face bright- 
ened — “there’s no doubt that you 
have powers, real powers. More than 
I d hoped. You’re going to be a fa- 
mous prophet some day, Benjamin.” 

Can I go play now?" the boy 
asked, unimpressed. 

“A famous prophet,” Tobit re- 
peated, ignoring him. “People will 
crowd forward to honor you and 
bring good things to you. They’ll 
do whatever you tell them. You can 
have whatever you want without 
asking for it.” He seemed to hue 
himself with delight at the pros- 
pect. When that happens you won’t 
forget your old grand-daddy, will 
you, Benjamin? Your old grand-dad- 
dy who s always been so good to 
you?” 

You gave me an awful whipping 
last week for letting the birds go,” 
the boy said. He did not seem so 
much resentful as confused. 

. Tobit s hand went up quickly as 
if to strike. Then he lowered it and 
smiled. "Poor boy, you’re not old 
enough to know that it was for your 
own good. I’ve always done the best 
I could for you, Beniamin, the very 
best I could. When your poor moth- 
er died I took care ‘of you and fed 
you and brought you up. It was a 
hard job for a sickly old man. You 
won’t forget it when you’re rich 
and famous, Benjamin? You’ll re- 
member all I’ve done for you?” 

“Oh, yes,” the boy said, wriggUng. 





Grandfather . . he's a false prophet. I can see — he has a machine hidden beneath 

his robes!" 
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He seemed embarrassed. “Oh, yes. 
grand-daddy, yes.” 

HEN BENJAMIN was ten, 
he located a well of abundant 
water for Garretson, Tobit’s nearest 
neighbor, after three dowsers had 
ingloriously failed. When he was 
thirteen, he told Mrs. Mathias who 
had stolen her grandmother’s alu- 
minum cooking pan, and where the 
thief had hidden it. By his fifteenth 
birthday, his clairvoyance was as 
well-established as his open-eye vi- 
sion, and he was on the way to add- 
ing clairaudience to it. A little be- 
fore he was eighteen, Tobit decided 
that Benjamin was ready for the 
miracle trials. 

The city had been the most dif- 
fuse of any on the American conti- 
nent. Those who loved it had 
praised it as vital and full of para- 
dox; those who hated it had spoken 
of its sprawling, strident vulgarity. 
The falling bombs had blasted its 
center into nothingness; but, as with 
some huge animal which, though 
mortally wounded, takes long to 
die, life persisted through its com- 
plex periphery. All over the conti- 
nent — more, all over the world — 
cults had risen, prophets had spung 
up, in the room left by the failure 
of established religion and civil au- 
thority. But in the ruins of the city, 
with the Pacific on one hand and 
the vast rampart of the Rockies on 
the other, the new religions throve 
furiously. Prophets, lamas, adepts, 
visionaries, seers jostled one another 
in the streets, and each had his lit- 
tle knot of almost fanatic followers. 

Tobit had outfitted himself and 
Benjamin for the journey with san- 
dals of hand-plaited grass. He did 
not consider bare feet dignified; be- 
sides there was enough asphalt left 
on the road for it to be a trying 
footing when the weather was hot. 
Tobit wore his usual, much-patched 
denim coveralls; but for Benjamin 
he had contrived to get, by dint of 
unheard-of scrimping and contriv- 
ance, a long robe of coarse brown 
cloth. It was the one indispensible 
necessity for a man who aspired to 
prophethood. 

“What’s it like, grandfather?” 



Benjamin asked as they walked 
along. He had grown into a tall, 
broad-shouldered blond young man. 
His forehead was high, his blue eyes 
intelligent; but his face had an odd, 
indrawn look and his lips were over- 
sensitive. 

“Stupid question!” old Tobit 
snapped. “You saw it all last year 
yourself with your eyes shut!” He 
was tired already, and fatigue al- 
ways made him irritable. And then, 
relenting, “Why, I told you. About 
this time of year all the prophets 
meet in General Square and show 
what they can do. It’s a sort of a 
contest. Some of them just preach, 
but most of them do things, too — 
heal the sick, answer questions, 
work miracles.” 

Benjamin sighed. His fingers 
twisted together. “I — I don’t 
know . . ; ” he said. 

"Nonsense! I tell you, Benjamin, 
you’re a better prophet than any of 
them. I’ve heard that some of them 
are nothing but fakes. You’ve reall ,r 
got powers, Benjamin. You’ve got 
powers.” 

The doubtful expression faded 
from the young man’s face. “Yes, 
I know,” he said, nodding. “I’ve got 
powers.” 

A S THE DAY wore on and the 
wayfaring continued, Tobit 
leaned more heavily on the young 
man’s arm. They stopped at sundown 
for their second meal — goat’s milk 
cheese and thin, sour home-made 
wine — and slept in the open air in a 
field beside the road. It was no hard- 
ship for Benjamin, but Tobit made 
much wistful mention of the ach- 
ing of his old bones. The two rose 
early, well before dawn, and by the 
time the sun was well up in the 
heavens were walking through the 
rubbly outskirts of the city. Be- 
tween ten and eleven they got to 
General Square. 

Nothing in Benjamin’s closed-eye 
vision had prepared him for the 
sight. It was not so much that his 
clairvoyance confounded perspective 
and omitted color entirely, as it was 
that the crowd in the square was al- 
together outside his experience. He 
had never imagined that there could 
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be so many people gathered in one 
place ; later, thinking over the day, 
he decided that there must have 
been over a thousand of them. And, 
since the material side of civiliza- 
tion dies slowly, many of the women 
were clothed in dresses of bright 
cloth, wore heeled shoes, had unna- 
turally colored lips. There was not 
a mutant to be seen. 

Around the sides of the square 
the long-robed prophets stood. Some 
had erected crude tents amid the 
rubble or stood beside creaking 
booths decorated with pennants and 
small flags. The crowd had clotted 
around the prophets in little knots, 
and people drifted slowly from one 
group to the next. 

Benjamin tugged at the old man’s 
arm. "Grandfather...” he said. He 
licked his lips. "Can’t we walk about 
and listen to them? Before I show 
what I can do?” 

Tobit stole a shrewd glance at the 
young man’s face. "Oh, all right,” 
he said ungraciously. “If you want 
to. But you mustn’t be afraid, Ben- 
jamin; let me do the talking when 
the time comes.” 

They moved into the dusty square. 
One of the prophets was preaching 
in a loud, angry voice, and Benja- 
min halted in front of him. 

“Sin! Sin!” the man bellowed fu- 
riously. He tossed his long hair back 
and clenched his fists. “Fine clothes, 
powder and paint! Sin! It’s sin! 
That’s what brought the bombs down 
on us. We must get rid of sin!” It 
was curious, Benjamin thought, that 
the prophet’s audience was com- 
posed almost exclusively of women 
with gay frocks and painted lips. 
They nodded agreement from time 
to time as they listened to the 
prophet with obvious enjoyment. 

The next prophet was a healer. 
The crowd had formed a respectful 
ring about him and a little girl with 
a twisted leg who stood balancing 
on home-made crutches in front of 
him. A middle-aged woman who 
must have been the girl’s mother 
waited tensely at the side. 

The healer bent and tilted the 
child’s chin toward him with his 
smooth white hand. He was looking 
directly into her eyes. “You can 



walk... You can walk...” he in- 
toned. “You must have faith. My 
child, all things are possible to me. 
You can walk.” 

The child nodded trancedly. Her 
eyes were almost closed. Suddenly 
the healer pulled the crutches away 
from her. “Walk !” he commanded. 
“You can walk!” He backed away 
from her and held out his hand. 

T HE CROWD held its breath. 

Slowly the child moved toward 
him, a step, a step, and then another 
wobbling step. The healer snatched 
her up on his shoulder, turned to the 
audience. “She can walk!” he an- 
nounced triumphantly. There was a 
roar of confirmation and applause. 

“That was pretty good,” Tobit 
said, nodding. “That fellow’s pretty 
slick. You can see heV got some 
real powers.” 

Benjamin made no answer. He was 
looking confused. It seemed to him 
that just as the healer had picked up 
the little girl her eyes had come 
open and she had moaned, “My leg! 
Oooh, how it hurts in my leg!” 
"I’ve heard of this fellow,” Tobit 
said as they moved on to the next 
of the seers. He seemed to have for- 
gotten his irritation at Benjamin’s 
recreancy and to be enjoying him- 
self. “His name’s Ramakrisna, and 
he’s one of the smartest prophets 
there is. He can do all sorts of 
things.” 

Ramakrisna was a stout man, wear- 
ing a very long, very heavy robe. It 
was made of dull yellow cloth. He 
was standing with closed eyes. As 
Tobit and Benjamin pushed through 
the crowd around him he slowly 
opened his lids. His eyes were 
strange, large-pupilled ones, with a 
glassy, compelling luster. “Your peo- 
ple sowed the wind,” he said out of 
a silence to his listeners. “It was the 
whirlwind they reaped.” 

The woman standing beside Ben- 
jamin nodded. “It was the scien- 
tists,” she breathed, “the wicked 
scientists.” 

“You reaped the whirlwind,” Ram- 
akrisna went on impressively. “Your 
erring world lies in ruins about you. 
Where are you to go, to what are 
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you to turn? But there is wisdom 
in the East.” 

There was a sort of moan from his 
audience. The woman beside Benja- 
min was leaning forward eagerly, 
“Show us, lord,” she whispered, as 
if to her’Self. 

“You are like lost and frightened 
children,” Ramakrisna said. Each 
syllable came out weighted and slow. 
“You are lost in darkness. But for 
the sincere seeker there is always 
light. The light of Asia. Do you 
seek that light?” 

There was a sibilance of assent 
from the crowd. Several of the 
women were swaying back and forth 
with their eyes shut. “It is written, 
the spirit has eternal dominion over 
the flesh,” Ramakrisna chanted. 
“The spirt has power over matter 
such as your material western sci- 
ence never knew.” He halted and 
seemed to be gathering himself for 
an effort. “If there are unbelievers 
among you, behold! Behold, I brine 
you a sign!” 

He seemed to stop breathing. 
Then, very slowly, he rose into the 
air. While Benjamin watched incr^d- 
uously he moved upward until he 
was some four or five feet off the 
ground. 

Bejamin tugged at Tobit’s sleeve. 
“Grandfather, he — ” 

“Be quiet!” Tobit said in an acid 
whisper without turning to look at 
him. “Don’t bother me. I want to 
watch this fellow; he’s wonderful.” 

"Grandfather, grandfather, listen. 
He hasn’t got any powers. I can see 
he hasn’t. He’s got something under 
his clothes that’s doing it.” 

Tobit tried to pull awaj' from his 
protege, but Benjamin hung on. “I 
can see the thing when I close my 
eyes,” he said in a rapid whisper. 
“It’s a kind of harness around his 
shoulders, and some kind of force 
comes out of it and pushes him off 
the ground. I think he’s one of those 
false prophets you told me about.” 

T OBIT’S attention was won. 

He gave Benjamin a keen 
glance. “You mean he’s wearing 
something, some sort of machine?” 
he asked. 

"I guess so.” 



“You’re sure of it?” 

“Oh, yes. I can see it perfectly 
plainly when I close my eyes.” 

Tobit bit his lips. He seemed to 
be considering. He . looked at Ben- 
jamin again. Then he made up his 
mind. "Pick me up and set me on 
your shoulder,” he commanded. “I 
don’t weigh much, and you’re young. 
Don’t ask questions, Benjamin; do 
a6 I say.” 

From his new scat Tobit surveyed 
the crowd around Ramakrisna for 
an instant. He clutched the shoul- 
der of Benjamin’s robe with one 
hand for support. “Ramakrisna 
lies!” he yelled at the top of his 
thin voice. 

Slowly faces turned toward them. 
There was a resentful murmur from 
the crowd. “Blasphemer!” a woman 
screamed. Other voices took the 
word up. The murmur grew angrier. 

“Ramakrisna lies!” Tobit yelled 
again. “He i6 a secret scientist. Un- 
der his robe he ■wears one of the 
wickedest of the old science ma- 
chines. He is wearing an anti-grav. 
He lies to you. He is a secret scien- 
tist.” He waved his arms. “A secret 
scientist !” 

The crowd’s voice was changing 
its note. It was angry still, but 
growing questioning. Its anger 
could change direction easily. 

Ramakrisna had descended to the 
ground. His oily face was a little 
pale. His hands were fumbling hasti- 
ly inside his robe. 

“Stop him!” Tobit screamed. “He’s 
getting rid of it. Don’t let him fool 
you any more! Tear off his robel” 

The crowd moved uneasily. “Hur- 
ry! Hurry!” Tobit yelled. “He’s a 
false prophet! Tear off his robe!” 

The crowd surged forward. A doz- 
en hands stripped Ramakrisna bare. 
His yellow robe fluttered to the rub- 
bly ground in long strips. He 
clasped his h;inds over his pluom 
chest and tried to hide the betrav- 
ing straps of the harness, but every- 
one saw. A long, wrathful note like 
a growl left the crowd’s throat. 

“Benamin knew!” Tobit shrieked. 
“Benjamin saw!" His thin voice had 
great carrying power. “Ramakris- 
na’s a false prophet; Benjamin saw 
straight through his robes to his ly- 
ing neart!” 
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"He lied to us,” a woman shouted. 
Her face was distorted with hys- 
teria. Benjamin thought she was the 
same woman who had called Tobit a 
blashphemer at first. "A false 
prophet deserves to die!” 

She picked up a rock. In a moment 
the air was full of flying stones. 
Ramakrisna cowered back and tried 
to shield his face from them with 
his arms. Bloody blotches leaped 
into being on his flanks and sides. 

He cried out and turned to run. 
The hail of stones pursued him. Be- 
fore he had gone three paces he 
stumbled and fell to his knees. His 
forehead was streaming blood. 

Tobit hopped nimbly down from 
his perch on Benjamin’s shoulder. 
"Kill him!” he urged shrilly. “More 
rocks!” He set the example by hurl- 
ing stone after stone. 

The crowd had gone mad. People 
were running up from all over the 
square with stones in their hands. 
The thud of rocks against Rama- 
krisna’s unprotected body was like 
the sound of monstrous hail. While 
Benjamin watched with horrified 
eyes the prophet tried weakly to 
rise to his feet again. Both his arms 
were plainly broken. He fell back, 
rolled over on his side. 

The rocks covered him. They fell 
on the mound of Ramakrisna’s bodv 
with a ceaseless spiteful spat, spat, 
spat. For a time the mound heaved 
feebly. Then it grew quiet. Only 
when it had long ceased to move did 
the crowd stop throwing stones. 

Benjamin covered his face with 
his hands. He was feeling sick. 

“Got what was coming to him, 
didn’t he?” Tobit said cheerfully. 
“That’s the kind of robe all false 
prophets ought to wear, a robe of 
stone. They fixed him up right.” 

“I didn’t mean this to happen,” 
Benjamin said. 

“Oh, don’t be silly,” Tobit 
snapped. “He was a scientist; he de- 
served to die. Take your hands down 
from your face, boy, and stand up 
straight. You’ll never have a better 
chance than this to get followers. 
But you’ll have to get a grip on 
yourself." 



B ENJAMIN attempted to obey. 

"That’s better,” Tobit said,, 
looking at him critically. “We’ll 
have to hurry. People are beginning 
to go home.” 

He walked in front of Benjamin. 
“Ramakrisna is dead,” he announced 
solemnly. “But the true prophet 
lives — Benjamin, who saved you 
from following after a hidden scien- 
tist. Benjamin has far-seeing and 
through-seeing and far-hearing. Ben- 
jamin is a true prophet who follows 
truth. Benjamin will tell you what 
to do to be saved." 

The crowd, which had begun to 
move away, hesitated. In twos and 
threes people began to straggle back. 
Tobit stood on tiptoe to reach. Ben- 
jamin’s ear. “Look into them, bov.” 
he said anxiously. “I know you can’t 
reach into minds, but vou can see 
what their bodies are feeling, and 
that’s almost as good.” 

Benjamin obeyed. “Most of them 
are feeling sick,” he said after a mo- 
ment. “I think they wish they hadn’t 
killed him, grandfather. That wom- 
an with the yellow hair has a terri- 
ble headache, so bad she can hardly 
see, and the rest are just about ready 
to cry. The insides of their heads 
look different around the eyes when 
they’re making tears.” 

Tobit nodded. “You are sick at 
heart,” he said impressively to the 
people standing near him. “Sick at 
heart. You fear you have done wrong 
to kill the prophet who lied to you. 
But Benjamin approves the act. He 
says that for every stone you cast 
at a deceiver, a hundred blessings 
will come to you. A hundred? No, a 
thousand. The world is full of 
blessings for the followers of Ben- 
jamin.” 

It was as if the crowd exhaled a 
corporate sigh. People who had been 
standing with bowed heads and 
drooping bodies straightened up 
again. Here and there appeared a 
vague, fugitive smile. 

“Already Benjamin has saved you 
from following the false prophet 
whose lies would have cost you your 
salvation,” Tobit said. “And that is 
only the beginning. Whatever you 
desire can be yours. Blessings such 
as you never dreamed of will fill 
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your hands. Benjamin knows. Ben- to Benjamin and Tobit, and with- 



jamin will show you the way.” 

The sun was westering. From its 
low rays light flooded across Ben- 
jamin’s head and made of his blond 
hair an aureole. One of the women 
had been staring up eagerly into his 
face. Now slowly she sank down on 
her knees and looked up at him. 

“I believe, lord,” she said. “Lord, 
t believe. Give me your blessing, 
lord.” 

Benjamin hesitated. Tobit prod- 
ded him sharply in the side. “Put 
your hand out over her head,” he 
whispered, “and say, ‘Bless you, my 
child.’ ” 

Bejamin extended his hand palm 
down over the kneeling woman’s 
bowed head. “Bless you. Bless you, 
my chifa.” 



— — 2 



OU’RE DOING fine, 
Benjamin,” Tobit said 
two months later. His 
tone was cheery, his expression self- 
satisfied. “Just fine, better almost 
than I had hoped you would. We 
have a fine place to sleep, the best 
of everything to eat, and you’re get- 
ting more followers every day. You 
seem to have a real talent for that 
sort of thing. I’m proud of you.” 

Benjamin raised his eyebrows very 
slightly and looked at him. In the 
short time that had passed hia face 
had taken on a surprising maturity. 
His gaze was level and self-confi- 
dent. Only at the edges of his lips 
there still lurked a hint of nervous- 
ness. 

“My powers are greater than I had 
realized,” he answered simply. “It’s 
a great thing to have powers like 
mine. Yes, and a great responsibil- 
ity.” 

Tobit shot a keen glance at him 
from under his eyelids but said 
nothing. There was a knock at the 
door. After a moment a girl entered 
the room. She held a steaming dish 
in either hand. “Your supper, lord,” 
she said in a low voice. She put the 
dishes on the table, bowed humbly 



drew. Benjamin’s eyes followed her. 

“A pretty girl, isn’t she?” Tobit 
said, smiling. “So plump, like a lit- 
tle bird, and soft and brown. It’s a 
pity that a prophet can’t have any- 
thing to do with women without 
losing his powers." 

Benjamin bit his lower lip. After 
a moment he nodded. “Yes, one has 
to pay for powers like mine; it is 
one of the sacrifices one must 
make.” 

They drew chairs up to the table 
and seated themselves. Tobit ate 
with good appetite. Benjamin 
seemed abstracted. “I’m meeting 
Pandiji and Ardadine outside of 
Alhambra tonight,” he said, push- 
ing the still half-full plate from 
him. "It’s rather a lengthy walk, but 
you’re welcome, if you’d like to 
come.” 

Tobit inhaled as if he were about 
to speak, hut said nothing. Perhaps 
he was remembering that he had 
been working for the last three 
weeks to bring this meeting about. 
“Thank you, Benjamin,” he said po- 
litely. “I’d be glad to come.” 

“Good. Ardadine tells me that 
woman, Gloroire Mundi, may be 
there too. I’m not so sure about 
making an agreement with her. She 
has a great many followers, of 
course, but they say she admits mu- 
tants to her congregation as well as 
humans.” 

T HE MOON was only half-full; 

the meeting took place under 
the smoky light of tar-dipped 
torches. They sat on the pallid grass 
in a stubbly field on the outskirts 
of Alhambra, three men and the 
woman who called herself Gloroire 
Mundi, each with a trusted few of 
his most faithful followers. And 
though none of them realized it, a 
government was being born. 

"So far, so good,” the woman said 
briskly. “We’ve agreed to mutual 
action on matters that concern us 
mutually, and we’ve arrived at a min- 
imum code for our followers.” She 
pushed back the mass of dark crisp 
auburn hair from her forehead. The 
white fabric of her robe leaped into 
prominence as the torch flared up 
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and then sank back into obscurity 
again. “Now let’s come to an agree- 
ment about raiding each other’s fol- 
lowers.” 

“I don’t know what you mean,” 
Benjamin said. 

“Oh, don’t you?” Pandiji breathed 
softly. He was a little man who had 
a habit of cracking the knuckles of 
his left hand while he talked. “I’ve 
heard, Benjamin, that you told your 
followers not less than a week ago 
that they would endanger their sal- 
vation if they dabbled in mysteries 
from the east.” 

“Who told you that?” Benjamin 
asked, stiffening. 

“I know everything you know,” 
Pandiji said. 

Benjamin closed his eyes. Pandiji, 
he saw after a moment, was not tell- 
ing the truth. A little area of his 
brain had lighted up in a way the 
young man had learned meant lies. 
No doubt he had a spy among Ben- 
jamin’s people; it would be neces- 
sary to be more careful about them 
than Benjamin had been. 

“Let’s not quarrel,” Ardadine said 
hastily. “Gloroire is right in princi- 
ple. We’ve got to make some sort 
of truce about raiding. What about 
making it geographical?” 

The discussion went on. Gloroire 
Mundi presented a number of other 
ideas. Some of them were discarded; 
more were approved. 

‘'that’s about everything, isn’t it?” 
she said at last. “It’s a long walk 
back for me, and it’s getting late. 
The moon has almost set.” 

“What about mutants?” Pandiji 
asked innocently. 

“Well, what about them?” Glor- 
oire’s answer was quick. 

“The others of us won’t admit 
them among our followers.” 

“That’s silly of you. Mutants can 
be very helpful sometimes. Besides, 
if we reject them, where are they 
to go? It’s not their fault they’ve 
mutated. I approve of mutants, if 
they're not too changed.” 

“What do you think, Benjamin?” 
Pandiji asked, turning to the young 
man. 

“I hate them; they make my flesh 



“There’s your answer,” Ardadine 
said. 

“I’m sorry, I can’t see any use in 
discussing it further,” Gloroire re- 
plied. “Perhaps some other time. 
But T can’t stay here all night. Good 
night.” 

“Good night.” The others watched 
her as she got up from the grass. 

“It’s time we started back our- 
selves,” Benjamin said after a mo- 
ment. He turned and walked toward 
the road. 

Tobit lingered behind. “A remark- 
able woman,” he said, gesturing in 
the direction Gloroire Mundi had 
gone. “Remarkable, though her 
views on mutants are a little strange. 
She lives near your territory, 
doesn’t she, Pandiji? Out by Brea? 
That’s a dangerous place t» live, 
they say. So many gangs of thugs 
thereabouts. I hope she’ll take care 
of herself. It would be highly unfor- 
tunate if anything should happen to 
her.” 

A glance of understanding passed 
between the two men’s eyes. Pandiji 
nodded. “Yes, indeed,” he replied 
smoothly, “we must trust that noth- 
ing happens to Gloroire. We should 
miss her advice very much.” 

I T WAS SOME eight days later 
that the news came that Gloroire 
Mundi had been set upon by thugs 
and killed. “Robbed and her throat 
cut,” Tobit said lingeringly. He 
clicked his tongue against his teeth. 
“What a terrible thing. Dreadful, 
dreadful. You’ll miss her at your 
meetings. I suppose you and the 
others will divide up her follow- 
ers?” 

“I imagine so,” Benjamin said 
without much interest. He poured 
himself another cup of hot water — 
he and Tobit were at breakfast — be- 
fore he went on. “Yes, it’s a dread- 
ful thing. It’s hard for me to grasD. 
I suppose the best way of looking 
at it is to think her death is a pun- 
ishment for her tolerating mutants. 
Our sins are noticed. Things like 
that don’t happen by accident.” He 
was a little pale. 

“You liked her, didn’t you?” Tobit 
said shrewdly. 
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A faint flush rose in Benjamin’s 
cheeks, but he made no direct reply. 
Maida, the little brown girl who was 
in charge of Benjamin’s housekeep- 
ing, came in to remove the dishes. 

“There’s something I want to talk 
to you about, Tobit,’’ the young man 
said when she had gone. 

“Well?” 

“Maida tells me she found a self- 
powered hot in your room yester- 
day.” 

Tobit’s eyes flickered. “It’s a lie I” 
he said violently; “the girl’s only 
trying to make trouble.” 

"No, she isn’t. I saw the hot my- 
self.” 

The old man changed his tactics. 
“It does my rheumatism so much 
good,” he said piteously. “When my 
bones ache and ache at night I turn 
the hot on them and the pains go 
away. You wouldn’t grudge your 
grandfather his little comforts, 
would you, boy?” 

“It’s not a question of grudging 
you anything, grandfather. But the 
self-powered hot is one of the things 
of the old science, and we all know 
science is dangerous and bad. We 
mustn’t have anything to do with it. 

“I’ve heard rumors lately that 
there’s a nest of secret scientists 
still active in Pasadena, the PAS, 
near where the college used to be. 
I’m going to bring the matter up at 
the group meeting next week and 
demand that we get rid of them. 
But how can I have the face to refer 
to secret science if some one in my 
own household is using science 
secretly? My hands wouldn’t be 
clean. You must get rid of the thing 
today, no matter how much it helps 
your rheumatism.” 

Tobit gave him a burning glance 
but made no answer. 

“We’d better take no chances," 
Benjamin said, getting up from the 
table. “I’ll go smash the motor on 
the hot myself.” 

^|’VE LISTENED to all your 
Jl arguments,” Benjamin Baid 
wearily. The other prophets had 
been discussing his proposal for 
hours, and he was tired. “I’ve heard 



Pandiji say that the scientists are 
dying out anyhow, since they’re get- 
ting no new recruits. I’ve heard Ar- 
dadine say that we can’t attack them 
since they still have science weap- 
ons, stun guns, gas and grenades, 
and all we have is knives, spears 
and clubs. Pandiji argues that the 
number of sick people they ‘heal’ 
is so small as to be insignificant — 
though I should think he would 
realize that for every person they 
help, one soul » lost to the light 
of prophecy. I’ve listened to all sorts 
of things this evening. I have one 
answer to make to them all. 

“Science is wrong. 

“If we know anything in the world 
today, we know that. Who knows 
what those scientists in Pasadena 
are doing, shut up in their labora- 
tories?” Benjamin lingered with 
fascinated horror over the last 
word. “They may be breeding new 
strains of disease germs to kill the 
rest of us. I’ve heard that they have 
the most horrible mutants in their 
laboratories helping them. We must 
not let people like that live.” 

“Um.” Ardadine pressed together 
the tips of his long slender hands. 

“Even assuming they’re not plot- 
ting against us — and being scientists, 
they’re capable of anything — don’t 
you realize how dangerous they are? 
Their poison will spread. Take my 
grandfather, for example. Nobody is 
more opposed to the old science than 
he is. But I left him at home to- 
night because in this matter I don’t 
consider him reliable. He’s perfect- 
ly capable of sneaking off to the 
scientists’ clinic, or whatever they 
call it, if he thought they had some- 
thing that would help his rheuma- 
tism. Our followers are simple peo- 
ple. Their minds work like that.” 

“I shouldn’t call Benjamin’s grand- 
father exactly simple,” Pandiji said. 
“But there’s some truth in what 
Benjamin argues. The scientists are, 
I admit, a certain danger to us.” 
He cracked his knuckles thoughtful- 
ly. "The difficulty is in finding a 
practical way of getting rid of 
them.” 

“I’ve thought about that a lot,” 
Benjamin replied. Despite his fa- 
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tigue, he leaned forward eagerly. 
“Since they have better weapons 
than we, we’d have to attack them by 
surprise to have any chance of suc- 
cess. And by the time we got our fol- 
lowers aroused to the point of at- 
tacking them, the attack would no 
longer be a surprise. You can’t urge 
hundreds of people to do something, 
day after day, without the news get- 
ting out. 

“But there’s another way of han- 
dling it. Each of us has a few fol- 
lowers, say ten or fifteen, who don’t 
need to be urged to be ready to at- 
tack the scientists. You know the 
people I mean — young, full of the 
spirit of prophecy, ready to fight. 
Very well, suppose we pool them. 
It would make a very respectable lit- 
tle force.” 




There was a wary silence. “And 
who would be at the head of this 
force?” Ardadine asked at last. 

“All three of us, I suppose,” Ben- 
jamin replied. “Or we might dele- 
gate leadership to one of us. I’d sug- 
gest you, Ardadine, since you seem 
to have a good grasp of military 
things.” 

There was an even longer silence. 
It lasted so long that Benjamin, 
growing restless, turned to his 
closed-eye vision for distraction. 
Thoughtfully he examined Pandiji 
and Ardadine. Region after region 
of their brains was lit up in a way 
that he had learned meant intense 
thought. 

“I move we put Benjamin in 
charge,” Pandiji said abruptly. 
“With his far-seeing and through- 
seeing he’s better equipped than 
either of us for command.” 

“Second the motion,” Ardadine 
said. He leaned back and smiled. 

"But I — I — ” Benjamin pushed the 
hair back from his forehead. “Thank 
you. Thank you very much.” 
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^ mj' OU ASK about mu- 
tants,” Benjamin said to 
the eager faces in front 
of him. He was addressing the group 
picked from his and the other pro- 
phets’ followers. “Kill them. Kill 
them without question. It is a sin to 
let mutants live.” 

“What about the scientists them- 
selves, lord?” one of the young 
men asked. 

“If they have arms or make any 
resistance, they must be killed, of 
course. After we take the building 
that houses their clinic and main 
laboratory — ” Benjamin tapped the 
sketch map on the table in front of 
him — “we’ll have a house-to-house 
search in the Pasadena area and see 
how many more secret scientists we 
can root out. Most of them will have 
to be put odt of the way too. But 
I don’t want to tell you to kill 
scientists indiscriminately. It may be 
possible to spare a few if they sin- 
cerely repent.” 

His answer seemed to have satis- 
fied them. There was a drop in the 
tension in the air. Somebody made 
a joke. A few people laughed. Ben- 
jamin’s voice cut across the rising 
noise. 

“Keep always in your minds that 
you are a dedicated group,” he said 
impressively. “Your conduct tomor- 
row will make a turning point in 
your own and many other lives. 
Until tomorrow — good night.” He 
held out his hands toward them in 
blessing. 

They were awed and humbled. 
“Good night, lord,” one or two mum- 
bled back at him. They passed out 
slowly, looking sideways at him and 
whispering. 

Benjamin watched them go. When 
the room was empty he stood for a 
moment thinking and then started 
across the field to the house he and 
Tobit slept in. It was a splendid 
house, with only one leak in the 
roof. 

Tobit was waiting for him. 
"Where have you been, boy?” he 
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asked petulantly as soon as he ap- 
peared. “You never tell me anything 
nowadays. Don’t you trust me any 
more?” 

“Of course I do, grandfather,” 
Benjamin said in a conciliatory tone. 
He was tired ; he hoped there 
wouldn’t be a quarrel with the old 
man. 

“Well, then, where do you go 
every night? What are you doing? 
You ought to confide in me, Ben- 
jamin. I’ve given you lots of good 
advice.” 

The young man went over to where 
Tobit was standing and patted him 
kindly on the arm. “Let's go to bed, 
Tobit. We’re both tired.” 

“I want to know what you’re up 
to!” 

“And I can’t tell you. You’ve got 
to realize, Tobit, that I’m the proph- 
et here. I’m grateful to you for 
what you’ve done for me, and I’ll 
take care of you as long as you live. 
But that’s all. Keep your curiosity, 
and your advice, to yourself. Good 
night.” He turned and left the room. 

Tobit stood looking after him. 
leaning with one hand against the 
table. His eyes held tears, the easy, 
weak tears of age, but his face was 
thoughtful and shrewd. 

T HE GRENADE which had 
killed the boy with the blue 
eyes had spattered Benjamin from 
head to foot with his follower’s 
blood. When he looked at the splot- 
ches he felt a distant nausea which 
seemed to have no connection with 
his body. The pain in his head was 
so bad that he could hardly believe 
his skull had not been fractured 
though he knew it was no more than 
the natural consequence of a near 
miss by a stun gun. 

For the tenth time Benjamin 
closed his eyes and tried to see into 
the building. What had gone wrong? 
They had attacked at dawn, expected 
at worst a slight and hasty resist- 
ance, and had been greeted with stun 
guns, gas, and later a shower of 
grenades. At least ten of his follow- 
ers had died. More had been wound- 
ed. The scientists must have been 
forewarned. 

If only he could see what was go- 



ing on inside! But his closed-eye 
vision, usually so reliable, had 
dimmed and failed. Try as he might 
he could make out only monstrous 
blurs inside the building, and shapes 
moving them which might have been 
men. 

The young follower crouched on 
the ground beside him pulled at the 
sleeve of Benjamin’s robe. Fatigue 
and pain had etched harsh lines over 
the pallor of his young face. He 
kept one hand pressed to the still- 
oozing gash a bit of grenade shell 
had cut in his upper arm. But his 
eyes held unquestioning, dog-like, 
fidelity. “What shall we do now, 
lord?” he said. 

Cautiously the prophet raised his 
head above the pile of rubble and 
looked. A momentary hush had 
come over the battle ground. The 
man with the stomach wound who 
had been crying for water for hours 
was silent. The paneless windows of 
the white laboratory building were 
quite blank. Nothing moved. Benja- 
min had time to notice that the sky 
was blue and cloudless, that the air 
was gentle and warm. Then a stun 
gun hissed maliciously from the top- 
most row of windows, and Benja- 
min ducked down again. 

The young man beside him tugged 
once more at his sleeve. “Have you 
made up your mind, lord?” he asked. 

The sensible thing was to order a 
retreat. Most of them, even the 
wounded, would get through. If it 
cost him prestige with his follow- 
ers, a sermon or two against sin and 
the scientists would restore it again. 
Attack could be deferred to another 
day. But... Science was wrong. It 
was wrong to make even a temporary 
truce with it. 

Desperately Benjamin pressed his 
hands together over his eyes. Before, 
he had tried to see into the building 
and guess the actions of its defend- 
ers; now he strained frantically to 
make out the construction of the 
building itself. Images swam slowly 
across the gray field of his vision 
and faded out again. He had a 
ghostly awareness of the writhing 
red veins at the back of his eyes. 
The pain in his skull was like an axe. 

He took his hands down. Blood 
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was dropping slowly from where he 
had bitten his lower lip. “I’m going 
to try to get in through the back,” 
he announced to the follower whose 
trustful eyes were fixed on him. “I 
think there’s a small opening there 
with nobody watching it. I’ll try to 
draw their fire from inside and give 
you a chance to attack. Pass the 
word along. ” 

“Yes, lord.” The boy hesitated. 
“Good fortune, lord.” 

Automatically Benjamin stretched 
out his hand toward him and mum- 
bled a blessing. Then he crawled off 
dragging his spear after him. There 
was plenty of cover, but the jagged 
rubble was a torture to crawl over. 
The part of Benjamin’s mind that 
was not watching the windows from 
which stun charges and grenades 
would come was speculating as to 
whether the cuts he was getting from 
the stone would infect. Infection, in 
a world where the bodies of millions 
rotted unburied, and even the disease 
germs had mutated, was a terribly 
easy thing. 

M E HAD crawled nearly thirty 
yards when someone in the 
building saw him moving and threw 
a grenade at him. Benjamin hugged 
a pile of rubble and waited for the 
burst. It came, and then two, three, 
four more. The explosions stopped. 
From an upper window someone bel- 
lowed through a megaphone, "Sur- 
render and you will not be hurt! 
Surrender, and you will not be 
hurt!” There was a pause, and then 
more grenades. 

Benjamin permitted himself the 
luxury of a bitter smile. The scien- 
tists must think them very simple in- 
deed. Mot be hurt? When everyone 
knew what the scientists did to help- 
less people in their laboratories? 
Neither he nor his men were such 
fools. 

The dust settled slowly. 

After a suitable interval he crawled 
on. This time he was more success- 
ful in avoiding notice. At a distance 
he rounded the corner of the build- 
ing, skirted a body, came to the back. 

No wonder the scientists were not 
guarding it. Windows and doors 
were heavily boarded, and the low 



opening he had seen with his closed- 
eye vision — probably once a ventila- 
tor — had been overlooked because it 
was so small. Getting into it would 
be difficult, though he thought it 
could be done. 

Benjamin shut his eyes and looked. 
For some reason shut-eye seeing was 
better here than in front, though 
still dim and streaked, and he made 
out the shape of the ventilator going 
inside the wall for a foot or two be- 
fore it broke. 

Was there anyone about? Not in 
the basement, but on the first floor 
a girl sat at the head of the stairs. 
She was reading a thin book with 
aper covers, and a stun gun Btood 
y her hand. He would have to fig- 
ure on disabling her before she gave 
the alarm. He mustn’t be noticed be- 
fore he was ready to create his di- 
version. 

He began to creep forward. It oc- 
curred to him, with a touch of un- 
reality, that he probably would not 
get out of the laboratory building 
alive. The ventilator opening seemed 
a long way off. 

He was nearly to it when a faint 
sound behind him alarmed him. He 
started to turn. Before he could com- 
plete the motion there came a stun- 
ning, obliterating pain in his head. 

And Tobit, some seventy yards in 
the rear, lay down his stun gun with 
a satisfied smile. 

^ffWSTHY DIDN’T you confide 
*1 in me, boy?" Tobit com- 
plained. “If I’d only known what was 
going on, I’d have warned you 
against the others. You’re too trust- 
ing. They’re a bunch of snakes.” 

Benjamin groaned. He opened his 
eyes. The room — small, white paint- 
ed, without visible openings — began 
to rotate giddily. He closed them 
again. 

After a moment he held on to the 
iron rail of the cot on which he was 
lying and sat up. The room, though 
still moving of its own accord, was 
beginning to slow down. "I’m 
thirsty,” Benjamin said. “Where am 
I? What are you doing here? I wish 
I had a drink.” 

Tobit trotted over to a table which 
stood by the wall and held a glass 
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carafe. He poured water into a plas- 
tic cup. “Here,” he said, “here’s some 
water for you. — Why, you’re inside 
the laboratory building. We’ve been 
captured. We’re hostages.” 

Thirstily Benjamin drank. He put 
down the empty glass. “Hostages?” 
he repeated. “Tobit, what are you 
doing here?” 

“You didn’t think I’d stay at home 
while you were in danger, did you, 
Benjamin? This morning I got out 
of Maida what she thought you were 
up to, and I followed you. Oh, if 
you’d only told me before! Pandiji 
and Ardadine set a trap for you, and 
like a baby you walked into it.” 

“You mean they warned the scien- 
tists?” Benjamin asked. 

“Of course they did,” Tobit re- 
pl’.od eagerly. “They were afraid 
you’d have too much prestige if you 
defeated the scientists. You’ve been 
doing so well in the prophet line 
they were jealous of you. So they 
tipped off the people in the labora- 
tory, figuring that even if you 
weren’t killed you’d be set back quite 
a bit. They’re smart, and it was a 
smart idea.” 

Benjamin nodded slowly. He was 
remembering the smile Ardadine had 
worn at the meeting that night. From 
Ardadine’s and Pandiji’s viewpoint, 
a conflict in which both Benjamin 
and the scientists would suffer was 
ideal. 

“Next time you’ll tell your old 
grandfather things,” Tobit went on 
with a touch of severity. “Why, you 
might have been killed if I hadn’t 
been here to save your life. A fine 
business! After this you’ll realize 
that you’re just a boy and still need 
my advice.” 

Benjamin got weakly to his feet 
and stood leaning against the wall. 
There was an almost unbearable pain 
over and behind his eyes. “Saved my 
life. How?” he asked. “The last 
thing I remember is that somebody 
hit me with a charge from a stun 
gun.” 

“One of the scientists hit you from 
around the corner of the building,” 
Tobit answered with alacrity. "Then 
they started throwing grenades at 
you, but they all fell short. I knew 



they’d get you sooner or later if you 
stayed there, so I crawled up to you 
and managed to drag you back be- 
hind a pile of rubble where I knew 
you’d be safe. You’re a mighty heavy 
load when you’re unconscious, boy. 
You owe me a great deal.” 

“Thank you," Benjamin said awk- 
wardly. “I suppose I do. The way 
my head feels now, I’d almost rather 
you’d left me lying there. What 
happened after that?” 

“After that?” 

“How did we get to be hostages?” 

“Oh. Well, I stayed there for a 
while with you, wondering what to 
do. I couldn’t drag you any further 
and I didn’t know how much long- 
er you’d be unconscious. I decided 
to crawl back to where your follow- 
ers were and see if I could get some 
of them to help me move you. I 
hadn’t gone more than a couple of 
feet when three scientists came 
around the corner. They were car- 
rying stun guns, and each of them 
had a little thing attached to his 
head that gave out a sort of waterfall 
of sparks. Your followers were 
throwing spears and stones at them, 
and shooting at them with their 
bows, but nothing got through. I 
suppose the things on their heads 
were portable force-field projectors 
— they were one of the science 
things people had, Benjamin, before 
your time. 

“When they got up to where we 
were they turned the guns on me and 
told me to surrender or be stunned. 
And then they picked you up and 
carried you inside and made me come 
along behind. After we were inside 
the building they called through the 
megaphone and told your followers 
they were holding you as hostage 
for their good behavior. There’s been 
no more fighting, but your follow- 
ers are still there.” 

ENJAMIN gave Tobit a bitter 
look. “I wish you’d let them 
kill me, grandfather,” he said. 

“Oh, come now, it’s not so bad. 
You’ve lost seme prestige by being 
captured, of course, but you can es- 
cape. And when your followers see 
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you coining out of the science build- 
ing safe and sound and free as air, 
they’ll respect you more than ever 
before. They’ll really appreciate your 
powers.” 

"Get out? How? My powers don’t 
include getting through a solid 
wall.” 

“Of course not. But you can see 
through the wall and figure how to 
get out that way. There’s nobody on 
guard outside this room, and there’s 
a keyhole in the door panel on this 
side. Look into the lock and see how 
it works.” 

“I can’t. Something’s happened to 
my closed-eye vision. Most of the 
time I can’t see anything.” 

For the first time Tobit seemed 
jarred. “But — but — ” he stammered. 
“Why, boy, you’ve got to get out of 
here! You’ve got to! They’ll do all 
sorts of horrible things to us if we 
stay.” 

"I know. That’s why I said it 
would have been better if they’d 
killed me with the grenades. It’s a 
clean, quick, death. When a true 
prophet falls into these devils’ 
hands. . .” 

There was a protracted fumbling at 
the door. Then the lock gave a click 
and a woman came in. It was the 
same girl Benjamin had seen in the 
hall; he recognized the way her fine 
dark hair curled around her face, 
and the vivid tilt of her head. In one 
hand she carried a stun gun, the bar- 
rel at “discharge”, and in the other 
a tray of food. She pushed the tray 
into Benjamin’s hands (Tobit, he 
noticed, had walked into a corner 
and stood facing the wall), looked 
at him unsmilingly for a moment, 
and then backed out, her gun still 
trained on him. 

Tobit turned around, sniffing the 
steam from the tray. “Well, my 
boy,” he said cheerfully, “they’re not 
going to starve us to death, at any 
rate. What’s that? Bread? Yes, I 
believe it is. Well, well! I hate to 
think how long it’s been since I had 
any bread.” 

He pulled chairs up to the table 
and they sat down. “So that’s bread,” 
Benjamin said, examining it. “Being 
scientists, I suppose they can have 
all sorts of luxuries. I don’t care 



much for it myself, though. It looks 
gritty and full of burrs.” 

Tobit picked up a slab of the gray- 
ish stuff and bit Into it. “Maybe 
so,” he said with his mouth full, “but 
it tastes good to me. If you don’t 
want your share, my boy ...” 

Between them they finished the 
food on the tray. Benjamin had been 
hungrier than he had thought, and 
eating had somewhat blunted the 
pain in his head. A drawing sensa- 
tion in his leg made him pull his 
robe up and look at it. The worst of 
his cuts had been bandaged, and the 
skin around the others had been 
painted with some greenish stuff. 

“It’s an antiseptic,” Tobit ex- 
plained. “People used to put it on 
wounds to see they didn’t infect. 
Now, Benjamin, how about trying to 
get out of here? You never can tell 
until you try.” 

Docilely the young man closed his 
eyes. “I can see better than I could,” 
he reported after an instant. “Maybe 
it was being shot with the stun gun 
that made me lose my through-see- 
ing, and now the effect’s wearing 
off.” 

“Good! Good! Look at the lock.” 

Benjamin went over and squatted 
in front of it. “There’s a thing like 
this,” he said frowning and sketch- 
ing a shape with his finger on the 
surface of the door, “and it comes 
out and hooks into a bunch of little 
knobs. Then there’s another thing at 
the top with ridges. I think it’s sup- 
posed to move when you push 
against the little knobs. If I had a 
piece of stiff wire I could try to 
bend it into the right shape.” 

He looked around the room. After 
a second he found what he wanted 
in the plastic-coated wire someone 
had used to mend the handle of a 
spoon. He stripped it off and began 
to work. 

S HAPING the key itself was not 
so difficult, but it took him a 
good deal of experiment to discover 
that the key must be turned first to 
the right, then half around to the 
left, and then back to the right 
again. Once or twice he had to stop 
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work when someone went by in the 
hall. His hands were trembling with 
strain when he got the door open at 
last. 

Beside him, Tobit exhaled a great 
sigh of relief. “Wonderful!” he whis- 
pered. “Let’s go!” 

"Wait a minute.” Benjamin went 
over to the cot and unscrewed one 
of the iron slats. He came back with 
the bar in his hand. “For a weapon,” 
he explained. 

They stole out into the hall. Ben- 
jamin kept shutting his eyes and 
looking to see whether anyone was 
coming. After they had gone about 
thirty feet he pulled Tobit abruptly 
against the wall. “Somebody in the 
cross corridor,” he whispered into 
the old man’s ear. “I can’t quite see. 
If they come this way. . He hefted 
the cot leg in his hand. 

Light footfalls moved toward 
them. Benjamin was holding his 
breath. As the passer came abreast 
of them he leaned out with the bar 
and swung. 

Something made him deflect part 
of the force of the blow. The bar hit 
the top of the girl’s head and 
glanced down to her shoulder. She 
collapsed without a sound. 

“Kill her!” Tobit whispered fierce- 
ly to him. “It’s the girl who brought 
the tray. She’s dangerous. Hit her 
again !” 

Benjamin faltered. Then he leaned 
down and tore a strip from the hem 
of his robe. “We’ll gag her and tie 
her up,” he whispered back. “I don’t 
like to kill a woman even if she is a 
scientist.” 

The girl came to while she was 
being tied. She fought them weakly, 
struggling against the gag. Her eyes 
were full of pain and wrath. 

When she was bound to Benja- 
min’s satisfaction, Tobit opened a 
closet and they pushed her in. 
“We’ve got to hurry, boy,” Tobit 
muttered. “Keep shutting your eyes 
and looking. If they catch us after 
this. . .” 

The stairs creaked alarmingly, but 
the two negotiated them in safety. 
In the lower hall Benjamin stood 
pondering, trying to guess which 
way to go. His closed-eye vision was 



flickering again, but he knew there 
were people very near. 

“This way, I think,” he said at 
last. They moved to the right. In 
the next hall he halted again, frown- 
ing intently. The walls and floors 
were vibrating to a distant hum. 
“Which way now?” Tobit asked, 
looking up anxiously into his face. 

“I — I — T obit, I don’t know. 
There’s nothing but blackness. I’ve 
lost my vision.” Benjamin’s face was 
a mask of misery. “I’ve gone blind.” 
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T HIS TIME the scientists 
mounted a guard over them. An 
elderly woman and a much 
younger man, both armed with stun 
guns, stood before the door. There 
could be no question of escape this 
time. 

Tobit paced up and down the little 
room restlessly, gnawing at his 
nails, wringing his hands. Benja- 
min had never seen him so agitated. 
His nerves seemed to be strung on 
wires. 

“What’s the matter?" he asked at 
last. “No matter what they do to us, 
Tobit, we must be brave. Even if it 
takes a long time to die.” 

“Oh, be quiet,” Tobit snapped. 
“You don’t know what you’re talk- 
ing about. Don’t believe anything the 
scientists say, Benjamin. They’re 
liars, cheats, connivers, all of them.” 
He resumed his restless pacing of 
the floor. 

It grew dark. Lights in the ceil- 
ing came on. Benjamin, who had 
never seen anything except torches 
after dark, stared at them. “Where 
do the lights come from?” he asked 
Tobit at last. 

“Fluors,” the old man jerked out. 
“Building has its own power sup- 
ply. Can’t you be quiet? I want to 
think. — Listen, do you hear some- 
body in the hall?” 

The door opened and the girl with 
the gun appeared. “You’re to go 
down to see Hess,” she told them 
soberly. “If you try to escape, you’ll 
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be shot.” Benjamin noticed with a 
curious throb of emotion that there 
was a bandage around her head. 

They started down the hall, the 
girl behind them, the other guards 
falling in on either side. Benjamin 
walked firmly, his head up, but To- 
bit bounced and teetered and hopped 
along at his side in a perfect con- 
vulsion of nerves. Benjamin was glad 
when they came to Hess’ door. 

Hess was a stocky man with a 
bristling reddish moustache. He sat 
at a table in a big, white-painted 
room with blackboards on the walls. 
It might have been a schoolroom 
once. The night air came in through 
the glassless window openings. On 
either side of Hess was a mutated 
man. 

The one on the right had boneless, 
rubbery tentacles in place of human 
arms, but otherwise he seemed nor- 
mal enough. The one on the left... 
Benjamin licked his lips and swal- 
lowed to keep down his gorge. The 
creature’s head was set between its 
shoulders, with a red-rimmed disk 
for mouth, and the skin that covered 
its distorted body was spotted and 
rough like a toad’s, a snake’s. Ben- 
jamin had once killed a snake that 
was marked just so. It was horrible 
to see human fingers covered with a 
snake’s skin. 

“Otto has ophidian pigmentation,” 
Hess said, following the direction of 
Benjamin’s gaze. He put down his 
pencil and looked up at the young 
man. “I wish we could let you go,” 
he said wistfully. “We really can’t 
afford to feed two extra mouths, 
and keeping you under guard all 
the time is going to make us short- 
handed in the lab. On the other 
hand, if we turn you loose you’re 
sure to stir up those people outside 
and attack us, and we can’t have that. 
We dislike killing them, and you 
have no idea what a nuisance an at- 
tack like the one this morning is.” 
He sighed. 

“By the way,” he said, his eyes 
brightening, “would you mind tell- 
ing me how you got out of that 
room? We’ve been wondering.” 

Tobit twitched in a spasm of ex- 
citement. “I have through-seeing,” 



Benjamin answered. His head was 
proudly erect. The scientists and 
their mutants should learn what real 
powers were. "I looked into the lock 
and saw how it was made. It wasn’t 
so hard to unlock it after that.” 

“You did?” Hess said, cocking his 
head on one side. “You know, that’s 
very interesting. You mean you can 
see through walls and so on?” 

“Yes. I have far-seeing, too, and 
far-hearing part of the time.” Ben- 
jamin frowned. “Something in this 
place spoils my seeing, though,” he 
went on, making up his mind to con- 
tinue. “It must be some of the sci- 
ence machines. I can’t Bee anything 
but black. It’s worst outside that 
room with the hum.” 

“Oh, really?” Hess said. “I sup- 
pose you mean the room with the 
cosmic ray apparatus. How very odd 1 
It almost looks as if . . . H’um. If you 
stay with us, we muBt try some ex- 
periments with you, a lot of them.” 

H ESS MADE a note on the pa- 
per in front of him. Benjamin 
felt his hands growing cold. "Experi- 
ments” — he knew what that meant. 

Hess put his pencil down again. 
“As for you, Tobit,” he said with 
sudden severity, “I must ask you to 
explain yourself. You undertook to 
deliver this young man to us as a 
hostage — heavens knows where you 
got the gun you shot him with — I 
don’t — and you did so. As far as 
that goes, we’re grateful. But today 
you joined him actively in attack- 
ing Miriam. In fact, she says that 
you several times urged what’s his 
name, Benjamin, to kill her and have 
done with her. What’s your game? 
Which side are you on? We don’t 
much care for traitors here.” 

Tobit was wringing his hands. 
"Benjamin, boy,” he said desperate- 
ly, “don’t believe — ” 

Benjamin looked at him like a 
sleepwalker. The pupils of his eyes 
had grown small. “So you stunned 
me after all,” he said tonelessly. 
“Yes. I thought that shot came from 
behind.” 

“I — they’re lying, Beniamin! Don’t 
let them hurt me, boy!” 

Hess got to his feet. “I told you 
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to explain yourself,” he said peremp- 
torily. His easy, cultured voice had 
grown hard. 

Tobit looked frantically around 
the circle of cold faces which re- 
garded him. His feverish eyes were, 
darting about like a trapped ani- 
mal’s. “I— I— I—” he chattered. For 
a moment he stood dancing in in- 
decision, beating his old hands to- 
gether. Then he sucked in his breath 
and ran. 

“Stop him!” Hess shouted to the 
guards. Tobit was running toward 
the window. “Don’t let him get out!” 

The dry, malicious hiss of the stun 
guns responded instantly. Tobit ran 
two steps further and then spun 
round. The stun guns hissed again. 
He pitched abruptly forward on his 
face. Everyone ran toward him. 
Hess got there first. 

“Blast it, did you all have to stun 
him at once?” he said angrily to the 
three with the guns. “The human 
brain isn’t meant to receive... ” 

He got down on his knees beside 
the little man and felt for his pulse. 
"Yes, he’s done for,” he said in 
a moment. “He was dead before he 
stopped running. Three guns, even 
at half power, were too much.” He 
made a regretful, dismissing gesture, 
and looked up at Benjamin. “He’s 
really done for. His brain’s burned 
out.” 

ON’T YOU understand about 
Tobit yet, Benjamin?” Mi- 
riam asked. Since the PAS (he had 
learned that the initials stood for 
Pasadena Association of Scientists) 
was not willing to release him, Ben- 
jamin had been a prisoner for sev- 
eral days. He and the girl had be- 
gun to talk to each other a little, 
though with bad grace and warily. 
“Don’t you know what he was try- 
ing to do?” 

“Oh, it isn’t that,” Benjamin an- 
swered. “I know, now, that he was 
only using me. In a sense, I’ve 
known it all along.” He looked down 
at his sandals and his bare toes. "He 
wanted me to get power — power and 
material comforts, for him; and 
when he thought I was getting out 
from under his thumb he took pains 
to see I got back there again. That’s 



why he shot me and turned me over 
to you. He thought he’d make me 
grateful to him by claiming to have 
saved my life, and he could argue 
that all my difficulties came from 
not confiding in him. He was only 
using me. It’s unpleasant knowing 
it, though. By the way, I suppose he 
told you we were going to attack?” 

Miriam shook her dark head. "No, 
it was Ardadine and Pandiji who 
warned us. Tobit wouldn’t have; 
there was too much danger you’d be 
killed, and he wanted you alive.” 

She sat down on the edge of the 
table and began swinging her 
smooth brown legs. “Did you know 
he wasn’t really your grandfather?” 
she asked abruptly. 

Benjamin stared at her. “Yes, he 
was,” he replied after a pause. 

"No, he wasn’t,” Miriam contra- 
dicted. “Hess was talking about it 
last night. I didn’t follow the de- 
tails of the argument, but it seems 
he couldn’t have been your grand- 
father and had eyes the color they 
were — something about genetics. 
Hess says he thinks, from what 
you’ve told him, that your father was 
the son of a Dr. Roberts who used 
to be on the campus here before the 
first bombs came.” 

There was a sharp rap at the 
door. "Hess wants to know when 
you’re going to bring the young man 
down," an acidulous feminine voice 
said through the panel. 

Miriam jumped to her feet. "Oh, 
dear,” she said to Benjamin, "I was 
supposed to take you down to talk 
to him about the experiments.” And 
then, through the door, "We’re com- 
ing, Emily." 

The word “experiments” diverted 
Benjamin’s mind from what he had 
just heard about Tobit. As he walked 
down the stair between his guards 
his mouth was dry. So far, -£he 
scientists had done nothing to him 
except testing his closed-eye vision 
and his far-hearing. But for all their 
seeming friendliness they were 
scientists. They had mutants work- 
ing beside them in their laboratories. 
It might be that now the real experi- 
ments were about to begin. 

“Hello, Benjamin,” Hess said, 
looking up at him. “Won’t you sit 
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down? ...You know, I think we’ve 
found out what makea you tick.” 

B ENJAMIN sat down stiffly on 
the edge of the chair. "You 
mean you admit that I really do 
have powers?” he asked. 

"Oh, certainly. There never was 
any doubt about that. What we want- 
ed was to find out just what your 
powers were, and how they worked. 

“We’re not sure about your far- 
hearing just yet. But we’ve all been 
over the results we got with your 
closed-eye vision, and we think 
there’s only one conclusion possible. 
The retina of your eyes is sensitive 
to cosmic rays.” 

"Cosmic rays?” Benjamin asked. 
“Yes. They’re a high-frequency 
type of radiation which originates 
outside — well, there’s no use in 
bothering you with that until you’ve 
learned more about radiation general- 
ly. The important thing to remember 
is that cosmic rays penetrate mat- 
ter quite freely. Of course there are 
differences in permeability. I imag- 
ine what you get is a good deal like 
the way ordinary light goes through 
panes of glass. It penetrates it, but 
its quite possible to tell whether 
glass is thin or thick.” 

Hess fidgeted with his pencil a 
moment and then laid it down. He 
cleared his throat. “I’m going to 
make you a proposition, Benjamin,” 
he said. “You haven’t had much edu- 
cation, but you’re intelligent. I be- 
lieve we have only scratched the 
surface with that closed-eye vision 
of yours. A person with your qual- 
ifications could be extremely useful 
to us. Benjamin, how would yea 
like to join the PAS?” 

“...Be a scientist?” 

“Eventually, yes.” 

Benjamin goggled at him. His 
mind was whirling. He grasped at 
idea after idea; it was like a 
man, bare-handed, trying to catch 
fish. Even speech was slippery and 
eluded him. “You have mutants 
working with you,” he said at last. 

“Oh, that.” Hess gave a rather sad 
smile. He went over to the window 
and looked out. “I think all your 
followers have gone home by now,” 
he said. “There were only one or 
two left last night. 



" — About the mutants. Most peo- 
ple have the idea that you have, 
Benjamin, that mutants are people 
like Otto and Bardway, people with 
tentacles or ophidian skin. 

"Those are only the extreme cas- 
es. There’s a very sizeable number 
of humans who look normal enough 
but have mutated either in small 
ways or in ways that don’t show. 
Miriam, for example.” He motioned 
toward the girl who was standing 
with head bowed, fingering her gun. 
“She hasn’t any vermiform appen- 
dix. Most mutations aren’t even sus- 
pected by the people who have 
them. Your far-seeing is a case in 
point. You’re a mutant yourself, 
Benjamin.” 

Benjamin stood up. He had grown 
quite white. “No,” he said. "No. 
No.” 

Hess looked at him quietly. “Yes,” 
he said. “What else could it be? It’s 
a rare mutation, but you’re not 
unique, Benjamin. I’ve seen one 
other person with it. Unfortunately, 
he was an idiot.” 

Benjamin made a stiff gesture. For 
a second his eyes closed. Then he 
turned and began walking blanklv 
toward the door. He planted each 
foot slowly and mechanically. Mi- 
riam and Emily, guns ready, sprang 
to bar his way. 

“It’s all right,” Hess said to the 
two women. “Let him through.” 

Unopposed Benjamin passed out 
into the hall. Miriam looked after 
him ruefully. "Do you really mean 
to let him go, Hess?” she asked. 
“He could be so useful to us, and 
now we’ll never see him again.” 

“Yes, we will.” Hess went up to 
Miriam and patted her affectionate- 
ly on the shoulder. “Don’t worry 
about him, my dear. There’s good 
stuff in him, but he’s had a terrific 
shock. His world has broken into 
pieces. The heavens are falling on 
his head. 

“But there’s good stuff in him. 
He’s old Dr. Roberts’ grandson, re- 
member. He’s intelligent. Some day 
soon, it might be tomorrow or the 
next day or the next, he’ll come back 
to join us. Don’t worry, Miriam. 
He’ll be back.” 

THE END 
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THE GRAY CLOUD 

by Waiter Kubilius 

(author of "Caridi Shall Not Die”) 

The tenth atomic bomb explosion brought about a reac- 
tion that hadn't been considered before . . . and it 
wasn't a chain reaction. 



T HERE WAS a sharp rap on 
the door. Hurriedly Dr. Jen- 
nings tossed the roll of graph 
paper into a desk drawer. “Come in” 
he said, locking the desk. He quickly 
glanced about his office to see if any 
other graph rolls had been left. 

Middlebrook slammed the door 
shut as he walked in. His fat beefy 
face already bore the pink evidence 
of hypertension; an X-ray would 
also show the professional badge of 
the busy executive, the stomach 
ulcer. 

"Taking the night plane back to 
New York,” Middlebrook said brisk- 
ly, “Reconsidered our offer? Big 
money in it, you know.” 

Dr. Jennings shook his head. “The 
proposition doesn’t interest me. Tell 
the corporation that I'm not for sale. 
My work in thought-pattern reading 
is pure science, and I have no in- 
tention of letting any private com- 
pany or war-minded bureaucracy get 
their hands on it.” 

Middlebrook ignored his words. He 
pulled out a heavy chair and sat 
down at the desk facing the tired 
doctor. From his pocket he drew out 
the evening edition of the local news- 
paper and flung it upon the desk. 
The front page with its garish head- 
line, Tenth Atom Bomb Explodes! 
opened before Jennings. The doctor 
closed his eyes as if in pain; he 
turned his head away and looked 
through the window. A few miles 
away he could see the mine-shaft in 
which he had plunged the mile-long 
electrode. Overhead were a few gray 
clouds. 



“Big things happening in the 
world,” Middlebrook said, "Why 
bury yourself in this coal-mining 
country nut house? We could use a 
top-notch man like you in our Cy- 
bernetics Division. With your knowl- 
edge of the electrical circuits of the 
nervous system, and my company’s 
electronic computing machine labora- 
tories, we could build the finest 
mechanical brain in the world. Each 
brain can have in it the elements to 
build a better brain. There’s no tell- 
ing where we would stop !” 

“Not interested,” Jennings said. 
Would the fool never go away? Jen- 
nings was not interested in building 
mechanical brains, when that graph 
paper locked within his desk carried 
the thought patterns of a brain so 
vast that it was beyond all under- 
standing. Billions of paltry human 
minds put together could not add up 
to one lobe of that great brain whose 
secrets he had tapped. 

Middlebrook’s lips tightened, but 
when he spoke his voice was again 
mild, coaxing, and even gently pa- 
tronizing. Underneath, however, lay 
a subtle threat and warning that Jen- 
nings was quick to recognize. “Why 
are you wasting your time in 
thought-pattern work in this hole?” 
he demanded, “What can you pos- 
sibly discover in experimenting with 
improved encephalographs for a 
bunch of catatonics and schizophre- 
nics? Good Lord, look at you! 
Overworked, exhausted, and worn 
out from handling trivialities. With 
us, you would have the finest lab 
and the finest assistants in the coun- 



( Illustration by Poulton) 



45 




46 



FUTURE combined with SCIENCE FICTION STORIES 



try. Right now you’re so tired that 
you’re hardly able to pay any atten- 
tion to me. Hell, man, your face 
looks as if you saw the end of the 
world !” 

Dr. Jennings turned swiftly, his 
face suddenly flushing. He glanced 
down at the newspaper where the 
word Tenth drew his eye as a mag- 
net. 

Perhaps Middlebrook was right; 
maybe he did work too hard. He felt 
exhausted and his eyes were tired. 
Studying the thought patterns on 
that roll of graph paper in his desk 
had tired him too much. His imagi- 
nation was beginning to run away. He 
was seeing parallels and significance 
where there may not be any. His 
“translator” might be a failure and 
the ideas which so terrified him were 
probably only the imaginings of his 
over-worked mind. 

He knew he had to test them, to 
have them experienced by an unim- 
aginative clod, by a man who was 
practical, cold-blooded, and unemo- 
tional. A man like Middlebrook, for 
example I 

H E LOOKED up at him. “Do 
you really want to know what 
is keeping me here?” he asked quiet- 

!y- 

Middlebrook faced him. His eyes 
were cold stones. "Yes,” he said 
bluntly, “I want to know. I want to 
know why your medical histories are 
faked ; they are only a front to cover 
up some other work you are doing. 
You order quantities of steel, chrom- 
ium, tungsten, and other metals 
that are altogether out of proportion 
to the number of encephalographs 
you build. Why do you send those 
machines to the abandoned coal 
mine? What are you building there? 
What have you found out that has 
practically terrified you? What’s be- 
hind it all?” 

"Simple,” Jennings said, "I was 
one of the crew that visited Hiro- 
shima.” 

There was a blank look on Mid- 
dlebrook’s face. “So?” he demanded. 

“I saw what the atom bomb did 
and I vowed never to do anything 



which might be turned to military 
advantage.” 

Middlebrook relaxed as if he was 
about to hear an argument that he 
could easily answer. 

“I made up my mind,” Jennings 
went on, "to use whatever knowl- 
edge I had concerning the human 
brain for the promotion of peace and 
understanding between men.” 

“We’re not looking for any offen- 
sive, destructive weapons,” Middle- 
brook said ; “the atom bomb is 
enough. All we want to do is to de- 
velop a brain that can out-think, out- 
reason, and out-invent any and every 
foreign power.” 

“So I came here,” Jennings went 
on, as if his thoughts, were in anoth- 
er world, "to build a machine that 
could read the human mind, and 
make a book out of the human soul.” 

Middlebrook stared at him. “Were 
it not for your reputation in cyber- 
netics,” he said, "I would think 
you’ve cracked. There’s no such 
thing as a mind-reading machine ; it’s 
impossible.” 

For the first time, Jennings smiled. 
At last he was beginning to unload 
the sequence of events which led to 
the capture of “Her” thought pat- 
terns. Perhaps he was wrong in his 
interpretation of them. He clung to 
this feeble hope, desperately anxious 
that a clod like Middlebrook, with 
a mind unfettered by imagination, 
would see through it and find a 
practical, simple answer where Jen- 
nings could not. 

“Know anything about thought 
waves?” Jennings asked mildly. 

“Enough to know that there’s no 
such thing as mind-reading,” Mid- 
dlebrook snorted. 

“I felt so, too,” Jennings said, “un- 
til I began to study in more detail 
the curves on the encephalographic 
charts made by my patients in the 
sanitarium. It is simple enough to 
measure any radical change in 
thought patterns by the use of elec- 
trodes on the patient’s skull. The 
radiations emitted by electronic pat- 
terns within the human brain can 
thus be captured and recorded on 
graph paper. The basic principle is 
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commonly understood, but as yet no 
one had constructed encephalographs 
of such sensitivity that they can re- 
cord every thought, and not merely 
radical departures from the average.” 

He paused and watched Middle- 
brook’s calm, and slightly contemp- 
tuous face. The secret he had kept 
hidden so carefully would now be 
given to this military-minded corpo- 
ration agent. Before long the Army 
would hear of it and Jennings’ iso- 
lation and independence would be 
ended. 

‘‘The infinite number of electrical 
patterns for an infinite number of 
ideas and sensations produce an en- 
ormous number of patterns on the 
graphs. My work here has been to 
codify these patterns so that they 
can be read, and then to reverse the 
process so that they can be trans- 
lated electronically and verbalized 
in my own mind.” 

“Good idea,” Middlebrook said, a 
shade of doubt in his voice as if he 
did not see any wide implications in 
the plan. 

Jennings sighed. The bureaucratic 
mind had no imagination. You had to 
draw a diagram with clear and sim- 
ple labels before any new idea could 
register. 

“Let me show you how it works," 
he said finally. 

H ANDS ENCASED in rubber, 
and sterile gown and mask 
securely in place, Dr. Jennings pre- 
pared the uneasy Middlebrook for 
the demonstration. Small spots were 
shaved clean on his head and elec- 
trodes attached to the exposed skin. 
Gleaming stylii emerged from a mass 
of pulsating tanks and their stained 
points pressed multi-colored lines 
upon a roll of moving graph paper. 

"Looks like an ordinary lie de- 
tector,” Middlebrook said uneasily. 

Jennings shrugged his shoulders. 
“This will be something like the 
word-association test,” he said, "but 
instead of responding to any words 
or Questions, you will remain silent.” 
"Clear enough. Go ahead.” 

“Black.” Electrical patterns form- 



ing in Middlebrook’s brain actuated 
the sensitive electrodes attached to 
his head. Amplified, the currents 
passed on to a shifting stylus whose 
moving finger wrote a jagged line 
upon the roll. This would by the 
symbol for white. 

“Boy." 

Again a stylus moved to indicate 
a word, girl. Jennings quickly ran 
down the word association list to 
check the accuracy of the machine, 
and his own ability to read the chart. 

“Suppose I am telling you the 
truth and this is really a mind-read- 
ing machine? What do you think 
could be done with it?” 

Just supposing? Middlebrook 
thought, Well, it would be the big- 
gest thing for Military Intelligence. 
All we need to do is capture one 
operative, or a few technicians from 
the enemy and all their secrets 
would be ours. Nothing could be hid- 
den any more. Every fortification, 
armament factory, rocket port, and 
technical center would eventually be 
known to us. The whole world would 
be ours! And say, if this is really a 
mind reader, I suppose he’ll find out 
that I’m from Army Intelligence 
sent to check up on him, and that 
‘ Middlebrook? is only a phony name. 
If he’s right, we in the Army could 
use a gadget like this. 

Jennings switched the line of 
questioning. When the test was fin- 
ished, Jennings read the graph as 
one would read the printed page and 
told the baffled Army officer — 
Middlebrook — what had gone on in 
his mind. The condescending look 
was wiped away and in its place was 
the realization that in this small ma- 
chine lay the power to rule the 
Earth. 

“This is big,” he said softly, "big.” 

“Then you also know why I will 
not permit the Army or anyone else 
to get their hands on it. If this is 
to be of any value, it must be dis- 
tributed to all nations simultaneous- 
ly. When there are no secrets, sur- 
prise attacks and hypocritical pre- 
tenses of peaceful intentions would 
become impossible.” 

Middlebrook shook his head. "It’s 




48 



FUTURE combined with SCIENCE FICTION STORIES 



too big. I’m phoning Washington. 
You’ll be drafted and put in the 
army before sunrise.” 

Jennings glanced toward the win- 
dow where the gray clouds could be 
seen. Was his imagination playing 
tricks? They seemed to come from 
outer space and they were growing 
bigger. 

“There’s more to this machine,” he 
said, turning back to the officer; “I 
haven’t showed you the translator. 
Since this encephalograph converts 
thought patters into marked lines on 
a graph, it should also be possible 
to reverse the process.” 

“You mean a machine which will 
write down words instead of graph 
lines?” 

“That’s possible, too, but what I 
have built is a sort of thought cre- 
ator, an apparatus to instill ideas 
within the mind. It enables the brain 
to act as a receiving station for 
thought images given to it by the 
encephalograph.” 

Taking out a key he unlocked the 
desk drawer and removed the rolled- 
up graph that had given him a vision 
of the ending of the world. There 
was an air of resignation about him, 
and a heavy weariness around his 
shoulders. 

“This is a thought-pattern whose 
images I have been absorbing through 
the ‘translator.’ Each of these lines 
will actuate a stylus and by the fluc- 
tuations of various electronic fields, 
will stimulate your own mind so that 
you too will experience the thoughts 
which are captured here on paper.” 
“One of your patients?” 
Middlebrook’s hand trembled. “You 
will notice,” he said, his voice un- 
easy, “that the lines on this graph 
resemble somewhat a seismographic 
chart.” 

“Now that you mention it, yes. 
You’re sure you haven’t slipped in 
an earthquake record by mistake? 
Seriously though, if I understand 
your machine correctly, it will cre- 
ate in my mind those thoughts made 
by your patient?” 

“Substantially, but remember that 
we think in words. The machine can 
work equally well on a mind using 



a foreign language. It is your own 
mind which verbalizes thought, so it 
would seem that the being whose 
patterns I have here thought in a 
language you know. Ready?” 
“Ready.” 

There was a purr as the motor was 
turned on, and then a slight scratch- 
ing as the stylus began to follow the 
graph lines. Jennings had not told 
the whole story. He still withheld 
the identity of the Being whose 
thought patterns now formed with- 
in Middlebrook’s brain. 

T HE BEING — so the thought pat- 
terns impressed themselves upon 
the mind of Middlebrook, as they 
did when Jennings first read the 
results of his experiments with the 
planting of a gigantic electrode in 
the shaft of a deep, abandoned mine 
— was a woman. She was fertile, 
young, and in some indefinable way, 
beautiful. It was strange that he 
felt this so sharply for there was no 
image whatever in his mind that sug- 
gested a definite physical body, face, 
or feature. Rather he caught the il- 
lusion of spherical perfection — the 
music of the spheres as some poet 
said. 

She was nameless, and her pres- 
ence was near. He was conscious of 
her thoughts, and these were filled 
with a terror that swept over Mid- 
dlebrook in shocking, tearing waves. 

She was ill. She felt no pain but 
knew from the case histories of oth- 
ers that her disease was fatal. She 
seemed to be in the center of some 
circling medical amphitheatre and 
all around her, as if watching from a 
balcony, were those of her friends 
and physicians who had come to see 
the disposition of her case. 

“Would you call me bloodthirsty?” 
the surgeon said. “I resent the im- 
plication of the doctor that I am in 
any way vindictively eager to de- 
stroy this poor afflicted woman. But 
what other course is there? Nine 
times within a few moments the rash 
has broken out on her body, and thus 
we have nine distinct proofs that she 
is infected with the germ.” 
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“But the germ has never been 
seen,” her physician protested. 

"Virus, then, not germ,” the sur- 
geon said. “The disease can be trans- 
mitted; we have proved this in the 
laboratory. There is no immunity. 
Time and time again we have noted 
that as soon as the disease struck 
it instantly assumed crisis propor- 
tions and soon spread to other in- 
dividuals. We cannot isolate. We 
cannot immunize. We can do noth- 
ing but destroy each patient as 
soon as the disease manifests itself. 
All of us may even at this moment 
be infected by her presence here. I 
ask the assembly that we merciful- 
ly destroy her, and in this way ex- 
terminate the virus that now in- 
fects her.” 

The physician prepared to restate 
the case. No attempt had been made 
to study the actual nature of the 
virus. It was true that violent death 
usually followed the tenth, and some- 
times the twentieth or thirtieth out- 
break. But were nine individual ex- 
amples of the disease’s presence on 




her body enough? Would it not be 
best to study the patient — no matter 
the risk — before destroying her ? The 
virus had to be isolated and studied, 
and a specific found before it killed 
them all. Frantic efforts to kill ev- 
ery patient were failing. Instant ex- 
ecution was no longer the answer. 

But the physician’6 arguments 
were not heeded, for at that moment 
there was a cry of pain from the 
woman. The surgeon, the physicians, 
and the entire medical amphithea- 
tre turned and looked upon her. In 
one instant the rash had broken out 
and soon faded, the putrescent mass 
of poison flowed invisibly around 
her body. This was the tenth out- 
break, the tenth proof that she was 
infected. 

“Kill her!” the surgeon screamed, 
“let loose the Gray Cloud upon her 
and kill the virus before it kills us 
all!” 

T HE SENSE of terror which 
leaped through Middlebrook’s 
mind brought sweat to his forehead. 

“They think we’re animals 
with no human drives or 
courage!” 

"All of us know what a small 
chance I have of succeeding. I 
can only try to pass as one of 
them, and bring you back the 
atomfire metal in such quantity 
that we can all live again.” 
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He ripped off the headset and elec- 
trodes and sent them clattering to 
the floor. His clothes were wet from 
fright, and his face had turned pale. 

“Who is she?” he demanded, 
trembling as he arose from his chair, 
“Who is she?” 

Jennings felt a sinking wave of 
fear. He knew that his interpreta- 
tion of the thought-patterns was cor-, 
rect. 

"I had a theory,” he began softly, 
“and it has proved itself. You re- 
member the childish poem about 
fleas having little fleas upon them, 
and so on ad infinitum?” 

“Sure I have heard it, but so 
what?” 

“Suppose we reverse it? Imagine 
for a moment that just as various 
bacteria and germs infect us, so do 
we infect someone else?” 

“There’s no one,” Middlebrook 
said agrily; “this is nonsense.” 

“Suppose,” Jennings went on, 
“that this Earth we live on is not a 
lifeless mass of stone, but a living 
sentient being with a mind and soul 
just as we have? Would we not be 
germs upon such a body? Would not 
our activities be considered ’disease’ 
by such a being?" 

“But that is nonsense. Rocks 
don’t live or breathe as we do!” 
“Not as we do, no. But we need 
not be the only form of life. The 
germs within our bodies do not live 
or breathe as we do, yet they are 
real. The Earth, the Moon, the Sun, 
the very stars in the sky, they do 
not live or breathe as we do but they 
are alive!” 

“You’re insane!” 

“Do you think so?” Jennings de- 
manded, “Whose thought patterns 
did you feel? Not from a patient in 
the san, I assure you. They were 
gathered from the impulses as- 
sembled by a giant electrode planted 
in the mine. They were the thoughts 
of the Earth itself as it, and the 
Beings around it, realized that the 
Earth is infected with a deadly dis- 
ease — the human race!” 

“I — I can’t see it that way.” 

"No? Think of those nine 'rashes’ 
the surgeon talked of. They are the 
nine atomic bomb explosions upon 
the face of the Earth. As for the 



tenth ‘rash’ that led to their deci- 
sion to kill the patient with the 
‘Gray Cloud’, you have only to look 
at this newspaper: Tenth Atom 

Bomb Explodes ! From the other 
thoughts we can learn another 
startling fact. The Earth is not the 
only world that is infested with hu- 
man life. You heard the Surgeon say 
that after 20 or 30 manifestations 
of the disease, the patient is usual- 
ly killed by the virus. What does 
that mean but that atomic warfare, 
towards which we are racing, is big 
enough to kill a living planet? How 
many worlds encircling dead stars 
have been brutally murdered by liv- 
ing species, like Mankind, which de- 
velop atomic energy and then in 
their blindness destroy themselves 
and the living world they inhabit? 
We are the virus! We are the dis- 
ease which has infected the Earth!” 
Middlebrook shook his head, but 
he could not shake off the knowl- 
edge that the things Jennings said 
were true. The agony of the Wom- 
an patient had seared through him, 
and he knew beyond all doubt that 
the “Woman” was the Earth itself. 
She was doomed by whatever stars 
in heaven served as surgeons and ex- 
ecutioners of those whose bodies 
were infested with Life. 

I N SILENCE they looked out of 
the window and across the great 
plains where night was falling. The 
evening stars had come out in all 
their glory and the eternal Milky 
Way looked like a circling medical 
amphitheatre surrounding the Earth. 

“Astronomers,” Jennings said 
quietly, “have long been familiar 
with galactic dust clouds which ob- 
scure the lights of suns a thousand 
times stronger than Sol. Is the orbit 
of the Earth now about to enter 
such a cloud?” 

They looked at the horizon. A few 
gray clouds seemed to be growing 
with startling rapidity. 

The verdict of the surgeon had 
been given, and the patient was 
about to be sterilized so that the vi- 
rus which infected it would be de- 
stroyed. 



THE END 




WOMAN’S WORK 
is NEVER DONE! 

by Judith Merrii 

(author of “Barrier of Dread”) 

War or peace, the gals will have a tough time getting things right . . • 



L ESLIE bypassed the buzzer 
and used the tuned voice-key 
at the front door. She went 
through the inspection corridor, and 
paused before the last slot, waiting 
open for her on the swift message 
of the photo-cells. She pressed down 
seven levers in the bank over the 
group of slots, informing the robot 
control of her unit code and per- 
sonal code numbers. 

The inner door opened automatic- 
ally, and a single liftmobile rolled 
up to carry her up to the thirty- 
fourth floor, and around two cor- 
ridors to her space unit. 

On silent wheels it rolled away 
when she got out in front of her 
own door, and allowed her finger- 
prints against the hand-panel to give 
her access to the unit. 

Inside, she dropped her coat and 
hat on automatic storers, and pushed 
her gloves into the refresher. Her 
mother waited in the kitchen. 

Mrs. Caster was a well-built, grace- 
ful woman of middle age and moder- 
ate disposition. Those who did not 
call her a perfect mother, hesitated 
to do so only because they thought 
she might be a bit too strict, a trifle 
too much of a perfectionist. But her 
three older daughters had made bril- 
liant successes, and she was deter- 
mined that Leslie should do likewise. 

“How did it go, darling?” Her 
beautifully modulated voice carried 
through the speaker tubes, a6 the 
flashing light in the soundproof wall 
announced Leslie’s approach. 

"It was wonderful, Mom.” Leslie 
charged through the door like any 
other teenager for centuries back. 
The only difference was that her 
feet on the velvadown linoleum made 
no more noise than the door did 




when photo-cells caught its impact 
and eased it into place. "The first 
time I ever went alone, and every- 
thing came out perfect!” She dis- 
played a pin-head-size seal stamped 
on the paper-thin alloy of her learn- 
er’s permit. “Fourteen more and I 
can get a prelim license,” she caroled. 

"All right, calm down, darling,” 
Mrs. Caster cautioned, "and tell me 
all about it.” 

"Well, there’s nothing to tell, 
Mom. I did just what you always 
do... except, oh, they had this per- 
fectly heavenly self-seal cellolumin- 
um we read about, so I used that in- 
stead of standard wrap. Really, I 
think it’s worth the extra twist." She 
looked up a little anxiously, ques- 
tioningly, but her mother was nod- 
ding complete approval. 

“You were right, dear,” she agreed. 
“We ought to try it anyhow. But I 
want you to start at the beginning 
[ Turn To Page 971 
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The Last Lunacy 

by Lester del Rey 

(author of “Shadows of Empire”) 

Whoever held the moon, ruled Earth. And the rulers found 
a way to bring the moon monstrously close to Earth, without 
a break-up. But if the moon could be moved one way, it 
could be moved another . . . 



ARA SHIVERED in the 
breeze that was stirring, and 
the scant covering she wore 
barely moved in it, a few bits of 
gauze stirring with the moving air. 
She stared at them, trying to realize 
that here on the surface of the earth 
the breeze was normal, not a sign 
of something passing nearby. It was 
cold, after the uniform Lunar shel- 
ter, but she had been warned of that. 

Now she crouched down, peering 
over the rubble that clogged what 
had once been a great street. There 
were only the buildings, and no signs 
of movement. Seen from a distance, 
as when she landed her tiny flitter, 
the buildings had seemed unharmed; 
from this spot, the pits and cracks 
showed all too plainly. She won- 
dered how the Blues could live here 
in the shadow of the Great Builders 
and think no more of the buildings 
than possible shelters. 

But above her, the gigantic sphere 
of the moon shown down, remind- 
ing her that she had work to do. She 
shivered again, took a last quick look 
down the street, and dashed rapid- 
. ly into the shadow of a building. 

It wasn’t so bad there, though 
she missed the brightness of the 
fluorescents on Luna. For a moment, 
she paused with her eyes closed, to 
let her near-eidetic memory paint 
the ancient map for her. The subway 
— whatever it was — had run under- 
ground here, and reports had indi- 
cated it was still open. 

She had trouble finding the en- 
trance, but the map had been right; 



it was easier going there, with 
cautious uses of her infra-red night- 
scanner. She could almost welcome 
the smell of mold and decay that 
permeated the tunnel. 

Half an hour slow travelling led 
her near where the Attractor lay. 
She breathed easier, scanning care- 
fully for the hidden entrance. She 
wasn’t sure at first; then her eyes 
made out the cracks, and she moved 
forward, unconsciously shaking the 
hair back from a face she knew to 
be completely beautiful in a regal 
way as she prepared to fulfill her 
mission. 

The heavy hands that caught her 
throat were noiseless — and stronger 
than human muscles could be. A 
grunt sounded, and the grip on her 
neck tightened, until her breath was 
completely cut off. 

Then her attacker paused, running 
hard hands over her body. She strug- 
gled again and the shock of the sen- 
sations lent fresh fury to her ef- 
forts. But the hands had loosened. 

“I’ll be damned!” The voice was 
deep, firm, and as shocked as her 
own mind. Sudden yellow light 
sprang on, and she saw a blue hand 
going down from a helmet of some 
sort, while a yellow nimbus sur- 
rounded the blue body. He shook 
his head, staring at her, and his mus- 
cular hands swung her around, while 
his eyes made a careful study of 
every feature, until the scraps of 
clothing seemed to vanish before 
them. “A woman! A Lunatic!” 
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She tried to make her voice com- 
manding, cutting off the fear, and 
succeeded. “A Master, Blue! You've 
pawed and you’ve stared, but I ex- 
cuse that as ignorance of what you 
did. Don’t provoke me further!’’ 

He laughed I His eyes dropped — 
but only as far as her bosom. “I’ve 
seen Lunatic women from a distance 
— I ferried supplies up from here 
for a year. But I always thought the 
old accounts exaggerated. I used 
to dream about catching a real wom- 
an, sometime. Come here — maybe the 
books didn’t exaggerate the rest of 
it, either!’’ 

“Filth!” The little electrogun 
came out with a whipping motion, 
but he was quicker. He plucked it 
out of her hand, examined it, and 
pocketed it quietly. Lara jerked for- 
ward, and her teeth were raging for 
his neck. 

He caught her, lifted her against 
all her fury. Then, before she could 
realize his intentions, her face "was 
yanked around and his came down, 
forcing his lips against hers. And 
again, the shocking sensations sucked 
the energy from her body, until she 
could only stand frozen and white- 
faced until it was over. 

H IS BLUE-SKINNED face crin- 
kled into a grin. “Pleasant 
enollgh, but the ancient books exag- 
gerated. Stand still! And this time, 
cooperate, or I’ll squeeze your throat 
until your head pops off like a pit 
from a plum. You know how — you’ve 
books enough. At least, you’ve all 
you could find, leaving none for 
your blue slaves, as you thought. But 
things change in two centuries; 
cooperate, damn you!” 

Lara shivered with rage, but the 
Blue obviously wasn’t exaggerating 
— and she would do no good as a 
dead Master. Somehow, she caught 
control of her mind. His words gave 
her some clue — there’d been times 
when she had had her own romantic 
dreams of what the past had been 
like. And she’d had a few scraps of 
film. Now she summoned what skill 
she could, trying to relax and be 
soft against him, until his guard 
dropped. 



But the sheer Bavage force he put 
into it was more than she had ex- 
pected. She was gasping, uncertain, 
when he released her. 

“It improves. But it can wait. 
What were you doing here?” He 
saw her gesture, and shook his head. 
“I’m not a slave. Lunatic! I’m one 
of the dead, according to your rec- 
ords. That’s why I hide myself and 
my laboratories here — along with 
the books. I’m not in awe of you, 
but I know enough not to let you 
escape. I’m trading you a little life 
for Common sense. Why were you 
going into my laboratories? As a 
spy?” 

He had thrown the door the crack 
was supposed to conceal back now, 
and was dragging her after him, into 
a huge cavern, filled with the wrecks 
of great generators and a surprising 
collection of the tools of physics. 
Her eyes leaped unconsciously to- 
ward the camoflaged controls of the 
Attractor, spotted them, and went 
back to the laboratory. A Blue who 
did not respect the Masters! One 
who had read and studied — and now 
one who was doing science, the great 
forbidden act for the Blues! 

"Then the rumors — ” She couldn’t 
finish it; it was starkly incredible. 
The Blues couldn’t revolt. They 
were born to be slaves, reared as 
such, and knew no other fate. Be- 
sides, they had no weapons — or 
should have had none. This labora- 
tory and the yellow nimbus about 
him left her less certain. 

“War,” he admitted calmly. “We 
have a debt to settle. Tomorrow 
night, we take the first steps. We’ve 
labored down here too long in want, 
to maintain a few of you in luxury 
on the moon. Now it’s over. By the 
way, my name is Bruce; and since 
you’re my woman by ancient right 
of conquest, what’s yours?” 

She told him, recognizing that 
there was no resisting his strength. 
“I could give you freedom, luxury 
— a woman Blue — as many as you 
want!” 

He grimaced. “I’ve seen them. Fat, 
soft breeding animals you keep on 
the moon to maintain your stock. I 
revolted because I was to be a male 
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breeder! After the mutation your 
war bred m my people, you had a 
hard time keeping it pure, didn’t 
you? And it’s only transmitted 
through the female. Too bad those 
females were unable fully to cal- 
cify their bones, and were imbeciles 
without exception. But don’t ex- 
pect me to increase your slaves! I 
. . . come here 1” 

“What — what — ?” Anything to 
change the subject, to sway his mind, 
to give her time to think ! “And 
didn’t my people suffer? You had 
breeding females saved for you by 
our kindness — while we almost lost 
out last men!’’ 

“Yeah. I’ve seen those, too. You 
should have put them to work in- 
stead of letting them turn into such 
fragile little things. The histories of 
a place called France had ‘dandies’ 
in them that made your men look like 
lisping weaklings. Now be still; I’ve 
got to get out and direct things in 
another hour.” 




He reached for her again, and she 
shrank back. “What do you intend — 
want . . . ?” 

He told her, and his reason for the 
advisability of cooperation left no 
room for argument. And finally, as 
she met his eyes, she could feel tears 
on her own. Surprisingly, his own 
look softened, and the arms that 
drew her to him were strangely 
gentle. But he shook his head. 

“You can’t really believe what a 
slave thinks — I don’t believe it my- 
self. Do you think I want a stupid 
war of vengeance? I’m not a fool. 
But if I take you out there, they’ll 
do things you couldn’t imagine. I 
can’t let you go back to report to 
the Lunatics. And somehow, you 
might get free if I leave you — unless 
I know you’ll never dare go back. 
This way, you won’t. They’d hear — 



I’d see to that — and you’d wish our 
rebels had done their worst. Patri- 
cian pride in purity!” 

He hesitated, and finally laughed 
again, grimly. “Tyrants on the moon, 
pig-men turning to blood-crazed 
jackals on earth. I wanted to be a 
student once, like those of old. May- 
be you had dreams. But now we’re 
what our worlds have made us. Cry 
if you want to." 

S HE DIDN’T cry, then; but when 
he finally left, fastening the 
door behind him, she was crying. 
There was no rage in her now, nor 
even the drive to escape. There was 
no place to escape. In that, he’d been 
only too correct; she wasn’t of the 
Moon now, and she could never be 
a Blue. She tried to whip her body 
into fury, but it was as limp as her 
mind. 

From a small shaft above, the cries 
and rallying sounds of a mob came 
down, and she realized it must com- 
prise all the Blues on earth. But 
the war against her pitifully few 
people seemed eons away. It wouldn’t 
matter, anyhow. The moon was safe; 
it had always been inviolate, im- 
pregnable. Who owned the moon 
owned earth. 

It had been that way when the 
first space-ship crawled up to it 
and established a base. It had prov- 
en so when a rival nation had struck 
at it, and the radioactives from the 
moon had wiped out most of the 
earth and brought the mutation of 
Blueness. Did it matter if nearly all 
the men on Luna had died as well, 
so that the women had to take over? 

They had done well enough in 
two centuries, too; they’d found the 
shield against gravity, and learned 
to use it to create gravity. Moon 
surface now was at normal earth 
gravity, while a few miles up, the 
encircling shield cut off all gravity 
from earth, to enable them to ap- 
proach within a distance easy for 
space-ferrying. In the early dayB 
the moon would have broken up 
from gravitational pulls at five 
times that distance; now, held by 
the bare thread of the Attractor 
field that was artificially maintained 
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between the two bodies, it circled 
slowly in a small orbit, still ruling: 
the earth below it. The moon would 
always rule. 

In the darkness, something small 
and furry scurried along the wall, 
and she shrieked, drawing back into 
a corner. The strength came back to 
her legs, and she made the labora- 
tory table in a great leap, curling 
up against the wall, and into a cub- 
byhole of sorts that was there. The 
animal had gone. She waited for an- 
other, but it did not seem there were 
more, since none appeared. The one 
had been as frightened as she was. 

Then the lethargy that had re- 
placed all her other emotions began 
to assert itself. The cries of the 
Blues above faded away, and the 
thin shaft of light dimmed. S.he 
huddled back into the cubbyhole and 
let the sleep she had never expected 
wash over her. 

It was a scurry of little feet that 
awakened her. The animal had come 
back — with all its friends. Some- 
thing sharp dashed its clawy feet 
across her legs! 

From somewhere, a hand fell over 
her mouth, and an arm lifted her 
quivering, leaping body back against 
the wall. ‘‘Shut up, you fool! If any 
of the men hear you. . . They’re only 
rats, scared by my coming back. 
Hush! Do you have to behave as the 
old books said women did? You’re 
safe.” 

He started to shake free, but she 
clung to him, digging her face into 
his shoulder, trying to cover all of 
her body with his. He shook her 
free, grinning again, and pointed to 
food he’d brought. ‘‘Eat it. If you 
knew the risk I’m running in sneak- 
ing back here when the men are get- 
ting the ships ready, you’d know it 
isn’t to be wasted.” 

“Ships?” 

"Of course. For every ship that 
was ruined between here and Luna, 
two were faked. We’ve been accumu- 
lating them for three generations. 
And we’ve finally found the shield 
we wanted against your radiation 
weapons — this yellow glow you see. 
My father began it, I finished it. 
Here, eat the rest of it.” 



I T SHOOK her. But . there was 
still the great anti-gravity outer 
shield. It could be hardened down 
until nothing could get through, ex- 
cept the Attractor field. And there 
was another thing that could be 
done. 

He swept the crumbs into the 
cloth and stuck it into a pouch at 
his side. “You can climb the shaft, 
if you want, up to a little opening. 
You can see the despised Blues tak- 
ing off after your precious Luna- 
tics. And since it’s too late for you 
to warn Luna — if you were fool 
enough to try — I won’t lock you in." 

The door was barely closing be- 
hind him when the scurrying came 
again. He leaped back, slamming it 
shut and grabbing for her, to cut 
off her cry. But the scream died as 
she buried her head against his 
breast. “They — they — Bruce, stay 
here !” 

“Because of a few rats, half-tame 
ones.” He pulled her face up, 
started to turn away, and then swung 
back. The grin was crooked on his 
face, and his arms were tautening 
slowly. “Well, why not? For a 
time.” 

She broke free long enough to use 
a word she hadn’t known she knew. 
He made no answer, but his face 
twisted, and she knew suddenly that 
he hated himself as thoroughly as 
she could hate him— or herself — 
hated the wrongness with all this 
outward fulfillment of his boyhood 
dreams of what might have been 
long ago. For a moment she clung 
tighter to him, shaking her head, 
sharing the hatred. There was a rat 
in a shaft of light, watching her. It 
no longer mattered. Behind Bruce, 
her hand found a crumbled bit of 
rock, and threw it. The rat scampered 
away, and she found his lips again. 

There was no shock now in the 
caress. She was no longer of Luna, 
and whatever happened here on this 
subject world to give her even a mo- 
ment’s forgetfullness was welcome. 

But memories came back, after he 
had gone, along with the too-long 
neglected job she had come to do. 
She found the Attractor, and culled 
the needed facts from her mental 
pictures, setting back the force of it 
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in its false-front of generator con- 
trols. They had sent her down to 
correct a sudden, unexplainable shift 
of the moon two percent closer to 
earth. Now let them wonder why 
the planet moved out to twice its 
former distance — out where the sal- 
vaged ships of the Blues could nev- 
er reach it, with the size of their 
fuel tanks. It was her last gesture 
toward the world that had been 
ripped from her with a grin and a 
savage hand. 

Then she climbed slowly up the 
shaft, still vague in her movements 
and without purpose in her mind. 
Sometime, she promised herself, 
she’d find a knife to use on his 
back; but he was still too watchful. 
Then she could kill herself. But 
she’d think of that some other time. 
She worked her way up, to find a 
tiny ledge just under the small open- 
ing. Beyond, she could see three 
ships being moved out into a cleared 
space, while another took off. But 
the moon was invisible, hidden by 
part of the building. A bit of the 
sky showed, however, totally wrong. 

“Halloo!” The call came from be- 
low, and she looked down, upsetting 
a bit of rubble. "Halloo, Bruce. Time 
to — Hey! Hey! Men! A Lunatic — a 
Whitel” 

The man began climbing up the 
shaft, but Lara wasted no time. The 
broken rock around the opening to 
the outside crumbled in her fingers, 
and went spinning down against 
the climber. She shoved her shoul- 
ders through the opening, found it 
wide enough, and was out — square- 
ly in front of a heavy, muscular 
Blue. 

Chaos broke out then. She was 
darting, running, leaping in and 
out, barely missing hands that kept 
coming closer. And the cry rose 
higher behind her. Suddenly, her 
arm was grabbed in a crushing fist, 
and she went spinning around, to 
be thrown over a yellow-glowing 
Blue’s shoulder. 

"Shut up! Lie still!” Bruce’s voice 
hit her ears, jerking her head down 
to see it was he who had caught her. 
"You fool. Maybe they’ll think I’ve 
captured you for a second.” 

But they were already breaking 



away from the others. Then the cry 
came up from behind, the man who’d 
first seen her calling his news to 
the others. Bruce added a bit more 
to his speed, but her weight told 
against him. 

His breathing was heavy, but he 
gasped out a few words. "Book about 
apemen when kids — used to play — 
hang on, if timber’s still there. Hang 
on!” 

T HEY WERE falling through 
emptiness, down a huge, deep 
shaft as the words came out. She 
screamed, and heard his own voice 
echo it, just as his arms caught 
something, threatening to tear her 
from his shoulders by the shock. He 
groaned, then wiggled onto his 
stomach, and wormed rapidly under 
an overhang. Above, voices called 
down, and a light flashed on, show- 
ing muddy water at the bottom. 

“Safe,” he finally told her. “Thev 
think we’re down there, dead. Safe, 
at least until we have to show our- 
selves to get tools, or the war kills 
us all. We can crawl through here, 
into another tunnel, follow that 
about three miles, and be outside the 
old city. I used to have a cave on 
a hill there, when I was eight, be- 
fore they put me on full-time work 
to satisfy your people. Damn the 
Lunatics. They could have come 
down after the war and bred with 
us; there could have been a start to- 
ward a new race — we have some 
rather nice inherited abilities, such 
as triple reaction time. Instead, 
they had to play Ruler and Slave, 
and breed both true. Ouch, watch 
that place — broken glass.” 

“Why’d you save me?” she asked, 
later. "You’re an outcast now, too — 
aren’t you?” 

“Instinct. Not because I wanted to. 
Pure instinct to save a mate, what- 
ever you think of her. Same drive 
that’s half responsible for the Blue’s 
hatred of Luna, and the Lunatics’ 
cold-blooded fanaticism today. Re- 
pressed instincts. Men don’t breed 
like cattle. Less than five hundred 
Blues here. How many on Luna?” 
“Blues — thirty-five women. May- 
be two hundred of — of the others. 
Bruce, how much further?” 
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“Fifteen yards, and we can walk.” 

They went on silently then. And 
finally they came out to a broken 
road among trees that wandered up 
a hill. They were in a clearing near 
the top, and Bruce went into a tiny 
cave, coming out with an old velvi- 
plast robe and airmattress that he 
threw on a rock. She had slumped 
against it, and he had to lift her up 
and turn her head to the sky. She 
was tired, emotionally spent, and 
she sank back against him almost 
gratefully. 

The sky was red. 

She studied it, making no sense 
of it. The moon was glowing with a 
brilliant red that seemed to set the 
whole sky afire — and it was nearer — 
nearer than it had ever been. It 
should have been further away. 

“Heterodyned,” he said. “They 
found your gravity-shield frequency, 
and they’ve set up a counter force. 
It’s heating up, it seems. I knew 
they had it, but didn’t know it would 
work.” 

“But — ” Then she understood. 
The 3 ' must have been trying it out 
for weeks. It couldn’t cut through 
the gravity shield until it broke it 
completely, of course. But it was 
wasting some of its energy in At- 
tractor force, channeling itself to a 
frequency that stepped up the little 
force applied, and bringing the 
moon in closer. 

OMETHING nagged at her, but 
she shook it off. She was an 
outcast — what difference did it 
make? And the change was still un- 
real, after the fixed orbits of her 
whole life. She bent her head up to- 
ward the sky, and he kissed her. She 
made no attempt to draw away, even 
tried responding. It was pleasant, in 
a way, if she didn’t think about it. 

"All the men from here are un 
there — we’re all there’s left on 
earth,” he told her. “Be quite a spec- 
table when the shield cracks. The 
moon will get down within two hun- 
dred miles of earth, at her velocity I 
And then the Blues will have their 
fill of blood and revenge, I sup- 
pose!” 

The nagging thought hit her. 
“Roche’s limit 1” 



"Huh?" 

“Roche’s limit. At that range, it’s 
going to crack up, like Saturn’s 
rings — even if it doesn’t draw near- 
er, it’s within less than a fifth of 
the distance it would have to be to 
stand. Bruce! Bruce, we’ve got to go 
back.” 

He shook his head. “Let it crack. 
All the moon ever brought was 
lunacy. It used to be in every super- 
stition as the source of insanity. And 
it turned out to be the biggest in- 
sanity of all. To hell with it!” 

“It’ll take us with it! Bruce, it can 
be stopped. That’s what I came for 
— to change the real attraction that 
holds us; it isn’t gravity any more — 
the shield is perfect, as long as it 
stands. Your people, the others, 
Earth itself ...” 

“Does it matter?” he asked, and 
his grin was back, twisted more than 
ever. “Maybe it does. Maybe earth 
does, at least. It wasn’t her fault 
we went wrong. All right, lead on; 
we can make it in an hour, if we 
hurry.” 

The moon was sinking lower as 
they went, and her legs were leaden. 
Somewhere, he found a horse, and 
put her on it, leading the animal, 
but they made slow time. He dashed 
into another building at the edge of 
the tall buildings and came back 
with dark bread and thick molasses 
dripping from it, handing it to her 
while he swallowed what she left. 
He was right — they needed nourish- 
ment badly. 

But at last they reached the labor- 
atory, and he shoved back the half- 
opened door. The moon was bright- 
er now, so lurid that no light was 
needed as she found her way by the 
illumination from the shaft, and be- 
gan playing with the difficult dials 
of the deceptive panel. 

She dragged him out, up the lad- 
ders that led through various 
levels. And finally he looked up, and 
his grunt was the first really sur- 
prised sound she had heard. 

The moon was moving outward, 
picking up speed as it went at a 
seemingly impossible rate, and 
shrinking almost visibly. Its color 
had dropped a fraction, also. 

“The Attractor can also repulse, 
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if reversed — and it has full power 
now — plus the waste energy from 
the shield, which will take form in 
negative Attraction aB well as posi- 
tive. I’m a field expert — or was. 
Maybe they’ll be able to get a ship 
down and anchor on Mars, since it’s 
heading for that orbit. Mars will 
have three moons and we’ll have 
none, then.” 

He nodded. ‘‘Unless they kill each 
other off. If they don’t, let them 
learn to breed like humans — and feed 
themselves on their hydroponics. 
Well, there goes the next to the last 
lunacy.” 

She looked at him, trying to make 
sense of his final words, but he only 
grinned at her. His arms came out, 
picking her up and setting her on 
the horse. “We’ll go back near the 
cave — there’s an old house there, 
still sturdy. We can sleep in the 
cave tonight, start rebuilding tomor- 
row. Or you can take the horse and 
go where you like. But you’ll prob- 
ably starve to death without me to 
show you how to live. That’s the 
last lunacy, Lara — the two of us, 



this whole business between us. It’s 
over, too." 

But he kept his hand on the 
horse’s neck, guiding it. 

She studied the hand, blue in 
color, but strong and lithe, sure of 
itself, sometimes cruel in its mock- 
ery, but equally gentle when it 
should be. The color, along with de- 
fects in the females, was passed on 
by the female Blues only. Their 
children would be the old color of 
men before the mutation. But they’d 
need hands like that in the world 
which was left for them to repopu- 
late. 

"Let’s hurry back to the cave — 
beloved,” she said. The last word 
came hard, from the rusty files of 
history. But time would remedy 
that. 

He reached up, lifted her down 
onto his shoulder, and then into his 
arms. His legs were steady and un- 
faltering as he marched forward 
with her toward the cave. 

Neither looked up for the reced- 
ing moon. 

THE END 
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The Lithium Mountain 



by Noel Loomis 

(author of "Parking Unlimited") 



Deep in Joe Talbott’s mind was the surety that a fatal 
mistake had been made . . . just a slight error; but in the 
Lithium Mountain, the first mistake was the last! 



T HE BRYD was beginning to 
worry. It might even have to 
awaken, because Joe Talbott’s 
mind was no longer the cozy, rest- 
ful place it had been, where the 
Bryd could curl up and snooze for 
half a century or so. 

The Bryd, in fact, was becoming 
apprehensive, for it — now approach- 
ing middle age of its billion or so 
years of life-expectancy — found it- 
self les6 inclined to change minds 
than it had been when it had left 
its home on the eighth planet of Arc- 
turus and hitch-hiked on a runaway 
comet to Pluto some millions of 
years before. 

The Bryd wondered if it wasn’t 
getting old, because it felt no desire 
ever to leave the planet Earth with 
its millions of friendly minds. After 
those long, lonesome eons in the ab- 
solute zero of Pluto with not another 
living entity anywhere within con- 
tact radius, the Bryd was pretty well 
cured of wanderlust. 

It liked Earth so well that it had 
gone back in time from 2250, the 
year of its arrival on Earth, to 1950, 
so it could keep an eye on man while 
he experimented with lithium and 
hydrogen for atomic power. For the 
Bryd, some four hundred million 
years before, had had to leave Arc- 
turus VIII because somebody had 
gotten reckless with LiH and split 
the planet wide open; it didn’t care 
to have earth kicked out from under 
its feet and to be left again in empty 
space. 

Earth was a very hospitable place, 
and, barring mishap, the Bryd 
thought that for the rest of its 
natural life it would live in nice. 



cozy minds where there would be 
friendliness and companionship and 
warmth. 

It hoped for some sleep, too, but 
here it had been in Joe Talbott’s 
mind only two or three years and 
Joe’s mind was so disturbed that it 
had almost awakened the Bryd. It 
hoped Joe woud settle down. If he 
didn’t, the Bryd might even have to 
move. It began to probe Joe’s mind, 
and very soon it was definitely con- 
cerned. 

Joe was evading the head physi- 
cian at the Lithium Mountain, where 
Joe was supposed to go to work to- 
night. Joe had just run down an 
alley and ducked into a bakery truck, 
and certainly if the physician should 
see him now, with his head wedged 
in between loaves of freshly baked 
bread, and his foot stuck through an 
angel-food cake, he would have Joe 
put through the tests before he 
would ever certify Joe for the night 
shift. 

And that was the very thing Joe 
was trying to avoid, because Joe 
wanted to go to work that night, and 
he was afraid that if he had to take 
the tests he wouldn’t pass. 

For Joe knew he was going crazy 
from the awful mental pressure of 
the Mountain. 

T HE BRYD paused to consider 
that. Then he went deeper and 
got the whole picture. Joe’s dad had 
been one of the first employees in 
the Mountain, and he, like about 
half of all those who went to the 
Mountain, had been released for 
"mental instability.” That had 
worked on Joe’s mind. At first he 
had belittled the idea and had main- 
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Tima was running out, 
and if there had been 
an error, the lithium 
mountain would explode, 
bringing death to 
millions. 



tained that his father was only ec- 
centric; and, as soon as he could 
qualify, he himself took a job in the 
Mountain to prove it. 

But now — well, after nearly three 
years in the Mountain, Joe’s fear of 
the awful power of the Mountain had 
suddenly overwhelmed him. Just 
why, he didn’t know. He seemed to 
just feel that the Mountain was get- 
ting ready to blow up. There didn’t 
seem to be any logical reason for 
such a fear, so Joe kept it to him- 
self and tried to keep it down, but 
now it was almost too much; the 
only logical answer Joe could figure 
was that there was a mental weakness 
in the family, that the old man had 
indeed been wacky, and that Joe was 
following in his steps. 



The bread-wagon stopped, and 
Joe got out, threw a five-dollar bill 
at the driver, and ran. He felt sure 
the doctor was hunting him, and he 
wasn’t taking a chance. He shot 
down the cross-street that led to the 
Tribune office, where his father had 
been the Monotype operator since 
he had left the Mountain. 

Joe went up the broad marble 
steps of the Tribune building, two 
at a time. He stumbled at the top and 
looked around guiltily, but nobody 
had seen him. 

This was getting serious. The 
Bryd didn’t like it; Joe had better 
get straightened out in a hurry. He 
was due at his post on the Penetra- 
tivity Board at five o’clock. But the 
Bryd wondered if Joe should try to 



61 




62 



FUTURE combined with SCIENCE FICTION STORIES 



work tonight. In his state of turmoil 
it would be easy to make some small 
error of commission or omission that 
would result in the instantaneous 
fission of one hundred and eighty 
million tons of lithium and hydro- 
gen. That much LiH mixture would 
produce roughly four times ten to 
the thirty-sixth ergs of energy. It 
would be like setting the sun down 
on Power City for thirteen seconds. 
It was not inconceivable that it 
would vaporize the earth. 

The only thing was, if Joe didn’t 
go to work, they would investigate, 
and they’d probably bar him for the 
same reason as they had barred his 
dad. The Bryd sighed; it was a 
rugged circle — and Joe with only 
two months to go before he could 
be retired. 

Joe rode to the fifth floor on the 
elevator and went into the Mono- 
type room. 

“Hello, dad. Thought I’d drop in 
on the way to work.” He tried to 
seem casual. “Everything all right?” 

Mr. Talbott was a small, black- 
haired man. He stooped a little, and 
his eyes looked up from his face. 
He shook his head nervously. “No 
worse than usual. No worse than 
usual.” His hands darted out and he 
lifted a bunch of column-length 
slugs and carried them over to a 
storage rack. His steps, the Bryd 
noted, were short and jerky. The 
Bryd didn’t see anything wrong with 
Mr. Talbott, but maybe he was still 
pretty much asleep, because the dis- 
tress grew fast in Joe’s mind. 

T HERE WERE five Monotypes 
in the little room. Three of them 
were running. The strip-machine, 
casting slugs, was going thump- 
thump-thump, and the slug came out 
in three-quarter-inch jerks; when- 
ever it got to be two feet long it was 
automatically cut off. There was a 
jiant-caster making spacing mate- 
rial, and it went slower and with a 
xiuc'n harder bump ... bump ... bump. 
And there was a sorts-caster making 
some capital A’s that ran with a 
:lick-click-click; capital A’s popped 
out like magic. 

The Bryd yawned — mentally, that 



is, for of course the Bryd was noth- 
ing but pure energy — and almost 
smiled to itself. These humans were 
so unalterably clumsy and ineffi- 
cient. With the proper use of nucle- 
onic thermocision they could make 
an infinity of capital A’s in less than 
zero time. But certainly no one could 
deny that humans did make cute 
machines. That one with the capital 
A’s popping out of it, going dickity- 
click so busily — 

Mr. Talbott hung a pig of casting- 
metal above the pot of the strip- 
caster. Joe was standing close. The 
Bryd could almost smell the burn- 
ing gas and feel the heat from the 
pot. Then Mr. Talbott looked down 
at the strip-caster and suddenly 
swore. The Bryd saw that something 
had happened; the strip-caster was 
still running, but at the moment 
there wasn’t any slug coming out of 
the mold. 

Now the Bryd felt Joe’s concern 
become intense. Mr. Talbott cut off 
the machine and turned up the heat. 

Then there was a strange noise at 
the left. From the sorts-caster, with 
the capital A’s popping out, there 
was a hard thump and then a short 
hissing noise and the machine 
stopped. Mr. Talbott’s eyes darted 
wildly. He swore again, solidly now 
and uselessly, but steadily. 

"A squirt!” he blurted. “A squirt. 
That’s the second one tonight.” Joe 
tried to murmur calming words, but 
Mr. Talbott didn’t listen. He got a 
screwdriver and began to pry at the 
metal plastered over the machine, 
but in a moment he went back to the 
strip-caster and started it again. 
Then he said to Joe, with an air 
of exhaustion, "I’ve got to go out- 
side for some fresh air. Let’s have a 
smoke.” 

Joe’s mind was seething, and the 
Bryd began to really worry. He 
couldn’t see anything wrong with 
Joe’s dad; the big trouble was with 
Joe himself. 

“Listen, dad,” said Joe, “why don’t 
you take a vacation? Run down to 
Aconcagua for a few months.” 

Now the Bryd was surprised. It 
took a quick look into Joe’s mind 
and was almost shocked at what it 
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found. Joe felt sure that he was go- 
ing nuts, and he wanted his dad 
out of the way so he wouldn’t have 
to see it. 

“It’s getting you, dad,” Joe agreed. 

“It’s enough to get anybody.” Mr. 
Talbott stopped at the water-foun- 
tain. "All that mountain of lithium 
and hydrogen out there just under 
critical mass, day and night. Man 
isn’t strong enough to control a mil- 
lion degrees of heat. If it ever gets 
loose for an instant it will destroy 
the North American continent. No 
wonder you’re nervous.” 




Cities would go up in flames. 



T HE BRYD was wide awake now. 

It didn’t like the sound of Joe’s 
voice, like a ragged edge of thin 
steel vibrating under high tension. 
Well, the Bryd could take over his 
mind, perhaps, and straighten Joe 
out, but the Bryd was very much an 
entity to mind its own business. It 
didn’t like to interfere with humans; 
it just wanted to lie in a nice, cozy 
mind and bask in the warmth of 
friendliness and companionship. 

There wasn’t much of that any 
more in Joe’s mind, and the Bryd 
didn’t quite understand it. He re- 
called the circumstances of his go- 
ing back in 1950. He had known that 
man was going to build the pile of 
LiH to be known as the Mountain, 
and ignite it by plutonium fission in 
1958, to supply power for the con- 
tinent to the extent of some fifty 
quadrillion B. T. U.’s annually. The 



only catch was: they would have to 
disintegrate the mass at such a rate 
that any given quantity would last 
nine hundred thousand years. That 
was the breaking-point. At a lower 
temperature the costs rose sharply. 
At a much higher temperature it 
could not be controlled. 

So the Bryd had thought it should 
be on hand, just to see that nobody 
made a mistake; it went back and 
picked Joe’s mind as perfectly in- 
tegrated and stable, and slipped in 
for a stay. Using Joe’s mind as a 
base, it tried to keep an eye on 
everything that went on at the 
Mountain, but Joe’s mind was so 
comfortable that sometimes the Bryd 
dozed off when it didn’t mean to, 
while men went ahead and started 
off the Mountain. 

One gram of lithium and hydrogen 
would produce 2.2 times 10 18 ergs of 
energy, therefore the hundred and 
eighty million tons in the Mountain 
would make four times 10 36 ergs — 
some four undecillion, the clumsy 
way humans figured, or, in horse- 
power, three hundred septillion. 
That was quite a chunk of energy 
to be produced all at once — in the 
flash of a millionth of a second, say. 
Of course the Bryd probably could 
get away from Earth ahead of it, 
but what about the men? 

And what about Joe? Why was 
Joe like this, anyway? Had the Bryd 
overlooked something, and had its 
entrance into Joe’s mind upset Joe’s 
integration? That made the Bryd 
very uncomfortable. Obviously it 
couldn’t pull out now; if this situa- 
tion was its fault, it would have to 
stay and see it through. And it must 
be its fault, for the Bryd didn’t like 
to admit that it had been wrong 
about Joe’s original stability. 

Joe started down the hall. Mr. Tal- 
bott went back to the Monotype 
room and suddenly began to swear 
violently. The strip-caster had gone 
wild. Mr. Talbott had thrown the 
cut-off, and the caster had been mak- 
ing a single continuous strip ever 
since they had left the room. It had 
gone into the corner of the room 
and then began to double up as it 
became longer. It must have made 
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a loop that reached clear across the 
room and then started back as the 
caster kept pumping out metal. Now 
the Monotype room was filled with 
a wild maze of lead-colored metal 
ribbon. It seemed like hundreds of 
feet, and the caster was still pump- 
ing away. The capital A’s on the 
sorts-caster were dropping steadily 
to the floor as they were pushed on 
by new ones popping out of the 
mold. 

Mr. Talbott went squirming into 
the maze like a stray neutron work- 
ing its way through the interlaced 
orbits of a uranium atom. Joe 
started after him, but Mr. Talbott 
came back, his head shaking. The 
distress grew in Joe’s mind. The 
Bryd looked into Mr. Talbott’s mind 
and saw that he was disgusted, but 
nothing more. 

It went back and worked a little 
on the higher centers of Joe’s mind 
and touched one lobe with a tem- 
porary anesthesia. Joe reacted at 
once. He patted his father gently on 
the back and turned and left. There 
wasn’t time for monkey-business. 
The Bryd had to figure this out, 
but Joe had to get to work. His 
four-hour shift was about due. 

J OE CAUGHT a bus to the 
Mountain. The Mountain was a 
couple of miles from Power Citv, 
but it wasn’t really a mountain. It 
was a huge glass and steel building 
as big as a young mountain, and 
everywhere in its hundreds of ter- 
raced stories it glowed with lights. 

As soon as they got inside, the 
Bryd relaxed its hold on Joe’s mind 
so Joe wouldn’t flunk the daily 
psych test. The nurses made the 
routine physical examination, and at 
the last minute the Bryd had to 
hold down Joe’s bloood pressure, be- 
cause it was over the limit. They 
took it three more times, but the 
Bryd watched it every time and they 
finally concluded the first time had 
been a freak. 

But the white-coated doctor asked 
some sharp questions; “How do you 
determine the disintegration rate?’’ 
"By the temperature of the mix- 
ture, the atomic numbers of the par- 



ticipating elements, and their den- 
sities,’’ said Joe automatically. 

The doctor was checking a stop- 
watch. “What principles do you 
use?” 

“Maxwell’s distribution law and 
Gamow’s formula for penetrativity.” 

But the doctor was suspicious, for 
now suddenly came a sharp question : 
"Can you give the formula for the 
rate of disintegration? 

Joe sat up sharply. "Why, yes, I 
think so.” 

The Bryd moved back. It took a 
quick look at the doctor’s mind and 
saw the doctor was on the verge 
of checking Joe out of the Moun- 
tain. The Bryd didn’t like that. For 
a moment it thought of helping Joe; 
but then it realized that if it should 
help Joe to recite the formula, it 
might only have to help him still 
more further on. So it decided to 
let Joe’s mind go free. After all, 
if Joe could recite those pages of 
mathematical symbols from his own 
memory, that would be assurance to 
the Bryd that Joe’s mind was a good 
place to stay. 

Joe didn’t go too fast, but he went 
right along, and in the end the doc- 
tor had to certify him for the shift. 
The Bryd was glad. But the Bryd 
was puzzled, too; now that Joe was 
all nicely certified and everything, 
Joe was worrying more than ever 
over whether he should go ahead and 
work tonight. The Bryd was begin- 
ning to lose patience, but then the 
anesthesia began to wear off Joe’s 
mind and he remembered his father, 
and the Bryd was almost frightened 
at the grimness in Toe’s mind. 

Joe changed to his uniform and 
shoes. They were chemically, elec- 
trically, magnetically, and calorical- 
ly neutral. He started down the mile- 
long corridor. His shoes made no 
sound. Others were in the corridor. 
They did not speak to each other. 
They were holding themselves tight- 
ly checked, for every step was bring- 
ing them nearer to the awful leashed 
power of the Mountain. It didn’t 
help to know that they would be in 
as much danger a hundred miles 
away as they were here in the Moun- 
tain itself. The long walk was a test 
they had to face every day. 
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One poor devil lost control about 
half way. He screamed and started 
running. Instantly six guards 
stepped out into the corridor ahead 
of him with a net. They tangled him 
up and carried him away. 




OE JUMPED when the man first 
shouted, but after that he went 
on steadily. Joe looked all right from 
the outside, the Bryd knew, but the 
Bryd didn’t like the way Joe was 
bottling things up inside. It didn’t 
think Joe would last very long, the 
way he was going. 

Joe reached the Penetrativity 
Board in the Disintegration Division 
of the Temperature Control Section. 
Joe’s particular responsibility for 
the next four hours would be the 
fourteenth lobe in the thirty-second 
gallery of the ninth level of the 
mountain. The Board was a great 
room of soft green enamel and 
steel and crystal clear lucite, with a 
ceiling one hundred feet high. In 
the very center of the big room was 
a desk on a raised platform. That was 
psychological, the Bryd knew, an 
attempt to offset the mental pres- 
sure from sitting physically on top 
of the Mountain and one million de- 
grees of heat. A man sitting at that 
desk got a feeling of bigness, of 
omnipotence — and man needed that 
feeling when he was dealing with 
the Mountain. 

“Bill,” said Joe. 



The other man said simply “Joe,” 
in a half-whisper. 

Bill got up. Joe sat down. It was 
strange how lightly they stepped and 
how carefully they moved, as if they 
feared that too sudden a movement 
or too heavy a step would jar the 
Mountain into an explosion. 

Joe looked over the board with 
its softly glowing indicator lights 
and its many moving graphs. He 
frowned when he noted the penetra- 
tivity rate in the fourteenth lobe. 
“That’s high,” he said. 

“Yes,” Bill said, “it’s high, but 
Control has asked for seventy quin- 
tillion ergs additional per hour for 
the next twenty-four hours. The 
chief decided to take it all out of 
our gallery instead of spreading it 
over the entire sixteen thousand 
lobes. It’s much more economical 
than it would be to raise the entire 
mass. And we have to watch expense, 
you know.” 

"Yeah,” Joe growled, almost in de- 
fiance of the Mountain. “That’s the 
way it goes. Ten years ago the same 
amount of power would have cost 
one hundred times what it’s costing 
now, but they gripe just the same.” 

Bill looked at him narrowly, sus- 
piciously. The Bryd sighed and took 
care of Bill’s mind. Mv, how com- 
plicated things were getting. 

"It’s quicker this way, too,” Bill 
went on. “It would take several days 
to raise the entire Mountain. Only 
thing — it’s touchy; you have to 
watch it. I guess the big chief 
figures he can depend on the thirty- 
second galler”, all right,” he said 
proudly. 

“Yes,” Joe said tightly, trying to 
eliminate from his mind everything 
but the Mountain, and not succeed- 
ing too well. “You’re getting a hit 
for every sixty thousand penetra- 
tions. That’s maintaining the heat 
considerably above one million.” 

“Yes.” 

“I still think,” Joe said stubbornly, 
"that the people don’t use much 
sense. Ten years ago they paid three 
cents a kilowatt-hour. Now they get 
over a hundred kilowatts for three 
cents, and still they put the pres- 
sure on Control to cut the cost — cut 
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the cost. Sure, that extra twenty per 
cent of power thi9 way costs about 
sixty dollars per lobe, and if they 
spread it over the whole Mountain 
it would probably cost ten times that 
altogether — but the cost per kilo- 
watt hour over the year would be 
a fraction of a mill — and it would 
be a lot safer.” 

T HE BRYD was almost frantic 
as it clamped down on Bill's 
mind to make him forget this out- 
burst so he wouldn’t report it. The 
Bryd was pretty disgusted with Joe. 

"The heat would be more,” said 
Bill, “if it were not partially ab- 
sorbed by the surrounding lobes.” 
“Yes, but it’s dangerous. Fifty 
thousand is critical penetration for 
this lobe,” Joe said irritably. But he 
signed Bill’s book and went back to 
watching the dials. He didn’t like 
that penetrativity rate. He felt 
wrong about it. He thought when he 
finished the shift he’d ask Integra- 
tion to run up the formula again for 
critical penetrativity in the four- 
teenth. He’d do it now, only they 
probably wouldn't finish before his 
shift was over. All the technicians 
had been jumpy lately, and Integra- 
tion had been loaded with more prob- 
lems than even their eighty-thou- 
sand-tube analyzer coud handle. 

He looked at the dial again. The 
rate was still dropping. The red Kne 
was down to 59,987.2. Not much, but 
significant. There was a lot to go be- 
fore he started damping. He didn’t 
want to damp too soon. After all, the 
Mountain was expected to be eco- 
nomical. That was the only way the 
chief justified salaries of four and 
five thousand a month for techni- 
cians. 

Then Joe got hold of himself. He’d 
quit worrying until the number of 
protons required for a hit was down 
to fifty-five thousand. 

The Bryd was pleased now. It pre- 
pared to curl up in Joe’s mind and 
relax for a while. But it got to think- 
ing about that danger point. Was 
fifty thousand too close? 

The Bryd shook itself. Was it get- 
ting jumpy, too? My goodness, 
what — now, wait a minute. How 
about that formula, anyway ? Maybe 



it wouldn’t hurt to run over it quick- 
ly, just to check. 

The Bryd left Joe’s mind for a 
moment and looked up the records. 
That day they had added twenty 
thousand grams of lithium and three 
thousand grams of hydrogen to the 
charge in the fourteenth lobe. The 
Bryd added that to the previous ad- 
ditions, but then it got worried and 
went back to the beginning. The 
lobe had started originally with nine 
hundred and sixty million grams of 
lithium and one hundred and forty 
million grams of hydrogen, and had 
been maintained at such and such a 
heat for so many hours: so many 
more grams had been added next 
day, and so on and so on, through all 
the charges and all the exact minutes 
of temperature through all the years 
the Mountain had been in operation. 
One did not dare make a mistake. 
One gram over or above, one extra 
degree of heat, back years ago, 
would throw the calculations off, 
for there was of course no possible 
way of weighing the material still 
in the lobe without letting it cool, 
and that would take years and cost 
millions. So the Bryd checked every- 
thing. 

And finally, after two hours of 
differential calculations that would 
have made the best efforts of the 
Mountain’s huge analyzer look child- 
ish, the Bryd arrived at the 
startling fact that somewhere in the 
past two years some one had made 
a mistake, that as of this moment the 
critical penetrativity of the lobe was 
54,932, that one single extra hit for 
each of that many protons would 
blow the Mountain to the North 
Pole. 

So that was what was eating on 
Joe — the subconscious knowledge 
that there had been a mistake. Maybe 
that had been bothering everybody 
around the Mountain. 

T HE BRYD moved. It wasted a 
precious infinitesimal instant 
looking at the chart. That shewed 
55,140, and Joe was frowning and 
toying with the damning switch. The 
dial was dropping fast. It dropped 
ten as the Bryd looked, and then it 
dropped ten more. The rate of col- 
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lision was going up fast. The Bryd 
jumped into Joe’s mind again. It 
saw that Joe was still worrying about 
his father. 

“Oh nuts,’’ thought the Bryd. It 
looked at the chart and opened its 
eyes wide. The needle had dropped 
to 55,050, and while the Bryd 
looked it took a decline to 54,960. 
The Bryd rand back along the wires 
and took a quick look at the four- 
teenth lobe. It saw the lobe’s energy 
was increasing by quanta, and it also 
saw that the next jump would be 
down to 54,870. “Oh, my goodness," 
the Bryd moaned. It would have to 
do something now or move to some- 
body else’s brain. But hold on; it 
couldn’t move now. It had come back 
originally to keep an eye on things 
and see that man didn’t destroy him- 
self, and if it hadn’t dozed off It 
would have caught the error before. 
It couldn’t quit now, just when the 
error had reached the danger-point. 

Well, what to do? Should the 
Bryd tamper with - the mass in the 
lobe, or should it alter the heat, or 
just what? It didn’t like to inter- 
fere with humans. That was a prin- 
ciple it had always held firmly, but 
now — the Bryd was most uncomfor- 
table. 

It didn’t like the idea of monkey- 
ing any more with Joe’s mind. How 
about Mr. Talbott’s? Well, maybe. 
If it could be done without too much 
interference. The Bryd decided to 
see what it could find out. It rather 
thought that if Mr. Talbott would 
agree to leave, that would take just 
enough pressure off of Joe’s mind 
so that Joe would follow his hunch 
and start damping. To persuade Mr. 
Talbott to leave would be the easiest, 
and, more important, the most easily 
justified — because after all, no entity 
had a right to come to Earth and in- 
terfere with Earth-people and change 
the course of affairs. Maybe the 
Mountain was supposed to blow up. 
Well, the Bryd had only one an- 
swer for that. It would be damned 
inconvenient. 

It went back to Power City to 
look up Mr. Talbott, and, to be on 
the safe side, it went back in time 
an hour. Of course it could have 
worked on Joe’s mind and temporari- 



ly have made Joe think his lather 
was all right, but the Bryd didn’t 
believe in deceit. Even though there 
was less than a quarter of a second 
left for Joe to decide to start damp- 
ing, the Bryd stuck by its code. > It 
wouldn’t do anything deceitful. . 

It found Mr. Talbott an hour ago, 
still swearing. The Bryd started into 
Mr. Talbott’s mind, but the strip- 
caster was still running, and by now 
there must have been fifteen hundred 
feet of continuous six-point strip 
coiled inside the room. The capital 
A’s still were popping out of the 
sorts-caster and they had made quite 
a pile on the floor, while the giant- 
caster was jjoing ker-thump, and It 
sounded as if it needed more metal 
in the pot. 

S O THE Bryd darted into the 
Monotype room and took the 
shape of a man. It hung up a pig 
on the giant-caster and went over to 
strip-caster, crawling through the en- 
tanglement of metal that was ap- 
proximately eighty per cent lead, 
six per cent tin, and fourteen per 
cent antimony, with point twelve per 
cent of arsenic. It was fascinating 
to watch that long strip come out of 
the machine as if it were endless and 
coil up and loop Itself like a comet- 
worm. 

But the Bryd became aware that 
the composing-room foreman was 
coming up to Mr. Talbott outside. 
The foreman said: You having trou- 
ble, Tom?’’ 

“I guess so,’’ said Mr. Talbott. He 
waved at the Monotype room with- 
out looking. “They won’t run for me 
any more,” he said plaintively. 
"They’re mad at me." 

The Bryd blinked, figuratively 
speaking. Mr. Talbott was getting 
that way too. 

"Where did you get your helper?” 
"I haven’t got any helper.” 

“Who’s hanging up pigs, then?” 
Mr. Talbott stared at him. Then he 
got up and started into the Mono- 
type room, dusting the seat of his 
pants. The Bryd was trapped. It 
jumped into the open corner oppo- 
site the fifth machine and changed 
itself into a Monotype and sat there 
very quietly, hoping not to be no» 
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ticed. The strip-caster was still mak- 
ing a slug. 

The foreman frowned and blinked. 
"You’ve got a new machine. When 
did that come in?" 

Mr. Talbott stared and said sad- 
ly,. "Please don’t tease me. I’m a sick 
man.” 

“All I know is what I see.” 

Mr. Talbott looked. The Bryd was 
uneasy under Mr. Talbott’s queer 
scrutiny. “It isn’t running,” Mr. Tal- 
bott said helplessly. 

The Bryd got busy. If it would 
make them feel any better for it to 
run, it would run. What to do? What 
to do? It found the beginning end 
of the slug made by the strip-caster. 
It snatched that up and fed it into 
its own mold. It turned on its light 
and its motor. It turned on the gas 
under the pot and melted the metal 
instantly. Then it started running 
backward, sucking in the strip as 
fast as the strip-caster was ejecting 
it. Now everybody would be happy. 
The Bryd felt very proud of itself. 

But the foreman said, "You’ve got 
four machines going, anyway, Tom; 
that’s against union rules. Better 
turn off the new one.” 

Mr. Talbott went dazedly to the 
new machine. He started to throw 
the switch, then he shrieked. “It’s 
going backward ! It’s — it’s taking 
metal in instead of kicking it out!” 
He crumpled on the floor in a heap. 
The foreman took a good look, 
rubbed his eyes, looked again, and 
crumpled up in a heap beside him. 

Now the Bryd felt guilty. It had 
messed things up. The farther it 
went the worse things got. That was 
what came of interfering. It atom- 
ized and was nothing but a cloud of 
energy. Mr. Talbott looked out fear- 
fully from under his hat at the place 
where the sixth Monotype had been. 
The foreman got up and walked 
drunkenly afound the room, crawl- 
ing over strip lead and falling down 
and getting up again. 



F INALLY Mr. Talbott turned off 
the strip-caster. The foreman 
turned off the giant-caster, but they 
both looked dazed. “Did you see 
what I saw?” the foreman asked. 

“Yes,” said Mr. Talbott. "Did you 
see it, too?” 

"I guess I did if you did.” 

The Bryd by now was becoming 
impatient. Were those two ninnies 
going to wander around like a cou- 
ple of drunken sea-horses the rest 
of their lives? It didn’t want to in- 
terfere, but— oh, to hell with it. The 
Bryd took a flying jump into their 
minds and erased some memories, 
and then, just to make it good, it 
made sure that Mr. Talbott had de- 
cided to retire and go to Lake Acon- 
cagua for a quiet vacation. 

Well, now it had done it. Mr. Tal- 
bott took off his coat and hat and 
started breaking up the slug so he 
could move around through the room. 
The sorts-caster was still popping 
out capital A’s. The Bryd was dis- 
gusted with itself for butting in, but 
now it hiked back to the Mountain 
and looked over Joe’s shoulder. There 
was still an eighth of a second. 

The Bryd carefully planted the 
knowledge of Mr. Talbott’s decision 
to quit Power City in an appropri- 
ate corner of Joe’s mind and moved 
aside to watch results. It was very 
pleased when Joe decided to play 
safe at 55,000 and snapped down the 
damping switch in time to stop the 
penetrativity rate-of-acceleration. 

Now the Bryd could finish its 
snooze. Already Joe’s mind was be- 
coming warm and cozy and snuggly. 
The Bryd relaxed and began to 
spread out comfortably. 

But then it remembered something 
that had to be done before it could 
go to sleep. With a mental groan it 
got up and went back to Power City 
and turned off the sorts-caster so the 
capital A’s would quit popping out 
on the floor. 



THE END 




From the Bookshelf 

Publishers are requested not to send fantasy selections to this department, as 
the volume of science-fiction books fully occupies the reviewer's time and space. 



M R. AUGUST W. DERLETH will have 
it that our present-day science-fic- 
tion has developed linearly from “ancient” 
times. But if his anthology proves any- 
thing, “Beyond Time <li Space: A Compen- 
dium of Science-Fiction Through the 
Ages" (Pellegrini & Cudahy: $4.60) proves 
that tiiere is no sucli connection to be 
made. That present-day science-fiction has 
developed from such stories written pre- 
vious to 1950 is undeniable; but to state 
or imply that Plato and Lucian, in Greece 
and imperial Rome respectively, produced 
“primitive” science-fiction is, for me. 
to state nonsense. True, Plato and 
Lucian both possessed that quality in hu- 
mans which we call “imagination”; but 
science-fiction represents a particular dy- 
namic and essentially boundless expression 
of this quality, indicative of Western 
civilization, and totally lacking in the 
static, strictly bounded quality of Classical 
expression. 

This is not to deny or to disparage the 
greatness of Classical expression at its 
highest points, any more than calling at- 
tention to the fact that washing machines 
aren’t very comfortable for bathing dis- 
parages or denies the function for which 
they were made. 

Actually, I am grateful to Mr. Derleth 
for providing, in this volume, access to a 
number of examples of imaginative writ- 
ing which I had heard discussed previous- 
ly, but which I’d found it inconvenient, or 
outriphtly impossible to obtain. My grati- 
tude becomes tempered with annoyance, 
however, when he offers snippets of Sir 
Thomas More, Rabelais, Campanella, Ba- 
con, and Swift, in order to force them 
into his questionable scheme of relation- 
ships; a representative sample is one 
thing, but I cannot consider a few lean 
strips of bacon as representative of Sir 
Francis, and so on. 

When we come to the 19th Century — 
with Poe, etc., — then some sort of linear 
development can be found, although up to 
the time of the popular science-fiction mag- 
azine, this development followed along the 
lines of the general fiction-writing of ita 
day, rather than anything which could be 
called mi generis. Such a novel as “Brave 
New World” has much to do with the 
“social fantasies” of More, Bellamy, etc., 
and very little to do with “science-fiction” 
as Sie magazine-reader knows it. 

With the individual selections in this 
volume, I have little quarrel, up to the 
final section — and even here the choices 
seem to be intelligent ones, however I may 
feel that other, better examples might have 
been found. But the orientation of the vol- 
ume as a whole makes for queer bedfel- 
lows, and I think that the reader who is 
not interested in scholarship, but is led 
through the debatable subtitle, “A Compen- 
dium of Science Fiction Through the 
Ages” (sic), to expect a volume of enjoy- 



able and understandable stories, will find 
the first 147 pages of this volume some- 
what dull to say the least. 

N O SUCH limitation can be put on 
Groff Conklin’s latest anthology, “The 
Big Book of Science-Fiction” (Crown Pub- 
lishers, $3.00). As with the two former 
volumes, “The Best of Science-Fiction”, 
and “A Treasury of Science-Fiction”, 
there is a large selection, broken down into 
arbitrary, but useful categories. As with 
Hie Derleth anthology, I have not read the 
entire book, but have read enough of it to 
obtain a reasonable estimation of its con- 
tent; particularly fine, I think, are Gold’s 
“A Matter of Form”, MacLean’s "Defense 
Mechanism”, Padgett’s “Margin For Er- 
ror”, Leinster’s “Nobody Saw the Ship”, 
Phillips’ "Manna”, Sherred’s “E For Ef- 
fort”, Simak’s "Desertion”, and Leiber’s 
"Sanity”; and the others that I have read 
were all intelligent entertainment. Conklin 
apparently takes this latter quality as his 
standard — and in attempting less, he often 
achieves more than the anthologist with 
pretensions to presenting science-fiction 
“literature”. You may not like all the sto- 
ries, but the odds are that you’ll decidedly 
get your money’s worth here. 

T HE DECISION not to review fantasy 
books was made some months after 
Pellegrini and Cudahy sent me “The 
Greater Trumps” and "Shadows of Ecs- 
tasy” by the late Charles Williams. (Both 
volumes are priced at $3.00 each.) In 
reading the former, I was impressed by 
Mr. Williams’ erudition; by his very fine 
writing style; by his feeling for charac- 
terization and impact, albeit at a slow- 
moving pace. The general level of these 
books is far higher, on a literary scale, 
than most science-fiction novels in book 
form one sees around these days. I can 
recommend, “The Greater Trumps” on 
these grounds; in other respects, since I 
find mysticism boring, it held little inter- 
est for me. And with “Shadows of Ecs- 
tasy”, I have read enough of it to satisfy 
myself that it has the same positive qual- 
ities of the earlier book, and, for me, the 
same lack of interest. 

More enjoyable, for me, is the late Rob- 
ert E. Howard’s “Conan the Conqueror” 
(Gnome Press, Inc. $2.76), which original- 
ly appeared as a serial in Weird Tales 
under the title of "The Hour of the 
Dragon”. While one of a series of tales 
in Mr. Howard’s superbly worked-out 
mythical background, each story is a sepa- 
rate unit and does not depend upon one’s 
having read any of the others for enjoy- 
ment. It’s slam-bang action, but with suf- 
ficient profile in background to put it 
above the level of a mere “thriller”. 
I’d say “Conan the Conqueror” is a 
good buy, and decidedly good for more 
than one reading. RWL 
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Through the veils of illusion, and waves of terrible re- 
morse, they set out to slay the deadly creatures . . . 



ff IM MALDEN sat with his back 
to the metal wall of the shack, 
staring out gloomily into the 
driven rain. He was huge and hairy- 
chested, and he sat now with the 
light of a swollen fire reddening his 
flesh. 

His wife threw another log into 
the fire and turned with an angry 
shrug. “Stop brooding, Jim!” she 
complained. “We came to Mars of 
our own free will. There’s nothing 
on Earth I miss I Nothing, you hear ?” 
“It’s all right for you to talk!” 
Jim said. “It don’t take so much to 
make a woman happy. A woman nev- 
er takes to craving things the way 
a man does.” 

“What things?” Mary Malden 
flared. "We’ve got a roof over our 
heads, haven’t we? When you broke 
your hand and had to quit the ring 
you never talked that way. No, sir! 
You were mighty grateful for a 
chance to start over on Mars !” 

"What did we get?” Jim grum- 
bled. “A roof over our heads, sure. 
A settler’s grant of five grand. But 
what else?” 

“You dare to ask me that?” Mary 
raged. “The best years of my life 
I’ve given you, Jim Malden. I’ve 
slaved and denied myself and gone 
without — ” 

“Let’s not quarrel, Mary!” Jim 
said, wearily. 

He stood up and ran trembling fin- 
gers over his calloused, misshapen 
right fist. He saw again the light- 
drenched stadium on Earth, his op- 
ponent sparring for an opening, the 
drifting faces of the crowd. He shut 
his eyes and the bright, splendid vi- 
sion was gone. 

The pinched, gray face of his 
wife stared at him out of the flick- 



ering firelight, her pupils question- 
ing. She was thirty-four, but she 
looked fifty. Her hair straggled; her 
cheeks were sallow, and her lips 
were a tight, thin line. 

A sudden tenderness and grate- 
fulness came upon Jim Malden. He 
went up to her and patted her gently 
on the shoulder. “You’re all right, old 
girl!” he said. “Better get on with 
the supper now.” 

“You’re a good man, Jim I” Mary 
said, her eyes suddenly moist. “A 
fine figure of a man. You’ve been a 
good husband to me.” 

"Forget it,” Jim said. 

“It’s the emptiness, the loneliness,” 
Mary said. "I feel it too, Jim — espe- 
cially at night. We’ve a colony here; 
we’re all together, warm and friend- 
ly like we’d be in a little country 
town on Earth. But there’s a dif- 
ference too!” 

“Sure there is,” Jim agreed. “The 
land isn’t friendly; that’s the big 
difference. It’s just rock and sand, 
sand and more sand, blowing, drift- 
ing around. The canals are either 
dried up or filled with stagnant 
water. -There’s no good, clean moon- 
light or fresh running water.” 

Jim Malden forced a grin. “But 
there’s nothing wrong with our 
neighbors, Mary. No man has a right 
to fret and complain when he’s got 
a wife like you and good friends to 
stand by him. It’s the folks who 
make a place, Mary.” 

“Listen!” Mary said. 

UTSIDE THE shack there arose 
a shrill clamor. Running foot- 
steps pattered along the quay and a 
child’s terrified scream drowned out 
the distant boom of a warning rock- 
et. 




(illustrated by Luros) 
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The v/oman walked slowly, like a 
somnabulist, to her doom. 
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Jim rushed to the wall and took 
down a gun. He looked at his wife, 
his face as grim as death. "You 
know what that is, Mary,’’ he said. 
“Promise me you won’t go out- 
side.’’ 

“Jim, stay here with me!’’ Mary 
pleaded, her lips white. "You don’t 
have to go. Not this time. You've 
risked your life more often than the 
others.” 

“You mustn’t talk that way,” Jim 
said; “I can’t shirk my duty.” 

“But you’ll be killed, Jim. This 
time the dreams will kill you. You’ve 
a right to think of me. Oh, can’t you 
see? You’ve been eating your heart 
out for Earth, for the old life. Your 
mind’s far away, back on Earth with 
the cheering crowds. You’ve been 
longing for the ring again the way 
a young man longs for a woman.” 

“Now Mary—” 

“You’ll be trapped, Jim! Trapped 
and killed! It’s a sickness with you 
now and you can’t fight it. The Mar- 
tian beast will get inside your mind, 
and you’ll see Earth again, you’ll 
see the ring. You’ll be sick and weak, 
but you won’t know how sick.” 

“I’ve got to live with myself, 
Mary ! I’ve got to do my share of the 
fighting!” 

Jim took his wife firmly by the 
shoulder and drew her back into the 
warm room with its high-leaping 
fire. Avoiding her eyes, he walked 
quickly to the door and threw it 
open. He walked straight out into 
the darkness, his huge shoulders 
squared. 

An icy wind lashed his face, tore 
at his clothes. Up from the dark 
canal drifted a shimmering cloud as 
sinister as the barren heart of mid- 
night. 

The Martian seemed all eyes. Vi- 
cious and furtive, it drifted straight 
past Jim and then drifted slowly 
back. Like a great, night-shadowed 
jellyfish it swirled along the stag- 
nant tide, its eyes shifting about and 
lighting up its dark bulk. 

Far down the village street a wom- 
an wailed in torment. She came slow- 
ly into view, tottering along the 
quay, moving like a somnambulist 
through the shadows. She wheeled 
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suddenly, her face a livid mask of 
terror. 

“Wait!” Jim shouted. “Get back!” 

The woman continued to move 
forward, her hands pressed to her 
throat. She leapt with a despairing 
scream into the canal. 

Jim heard the splash, saw the Mar- 
tian sweep forward to wrap itself 
about her. 

White-lipped, Jim raised his gun 
to his shoulder. As he took careful 
aim two tall figures emerged from 
shadows to stand at his side. 

Instantly a warm sense of com- 
radeship in danger swept over Jim. 
The man at his right was lean and 
sallow, with a gaunt, weather-beaten 
face. Jim recognized him. Grant 
Trask, a gentle, scholarly man who 
had spent his best years teaching 
school on Earth. 

“Careful with your aim, Jim l” 
Trask said. "It’s sending out merci- 
less cruel thoughts now — punishing 
thoughts. But soon it will be making 
us see the things we want most in 
life.” 

“That woman must have done 
something mighty horrible to throw 
herself into the canal at the first 
touch of its mind!” Jim muttered. 

“Not so horrible, Jim. Just some- 
thing human she’s been trying all 
these years to hide from herself. 
Martians can make the pangs of 
guilt and remorse seem intolerable!” 

The Martian was in motion again. 
It was coming closer, swirling up 
from the canal. Its eyes flashed, and 
shifted. 

Jim blasted. Lightning forked from 
his gun, brightening the canal. 

The Martian horror swirled back, 
quivered, and swept straight toward 
the three men like a devouring cloud. 
“Run for your life, Jim!” Trask 
shouted. “Run, run!” 

Jim turned and ran along the quay. 
The quay was filling with frightened 
villagers swarming from their shacks. 
As another warning rocket boomed 
Jim halted abruptly, aware of a firm 
hand on his arm. 

"It was a good try, Jim!” Trask 
said. 

Jim stared. Far in the distance 
a dark cloud faintly flecked with 



light was drifting desertward over 
the awakened village. 

“We’ll have to track it down now, 
Jim,” Trask said. “It has the taste 
of people in its dark mihd. It will 
come back and kill again.” 

RANT TRASK knew more than 
Jim did about the Martians. 
His insatiable scholar’s curiosity had 
taken him often to the towering 
ruins in the northeastern desert 
where a vanished humanoid race had 
built vast monuments beneath the 
stars. 

Tremendous frescoes covered walls 
of crumbling stone, their pigments 
time-defying, gaudy with sun colors. 
Life on Mars had followed a strange 
evolutionary pattern. A primitive, 
amoebic form of intelligent life had 
survived the evolution of a humanoid 
race and the rich, exuberant growth 
of a humanoid culture. 

The humanoids had been resource- 
ful, creative, self-reliant; the amoe- 
bic life form parasitic and greedy. 
The amoebic life form, its powers 
of reproduction weakened by the 
slow drying up of the Martian 
deserts, had preyed on the human- 
oids in their great stone cities. 

Ever more insatiably it had 
drained the vital energies of the big- 
brained bipeds who resembled men. 
The lure it used was a psychic prod, 
inhuman, unnatural. It could make a 
man see the fulfillment of all his 
dreams in a blaze of glory. For thou- 
sands of years the humanoids, alone 
and in groups, driven and fearful, 
aspiring and maddened, had walked 
forward into the illusionary blaze 
of that deeper richer life — to be con- 
sumed utterly. 

Most of the amoeba forms had suc- 
cumbed to exhaustion and drought, 
but a few had lingered on, surviving 
the dying of the humanoid culture, 
sleeping for long ages in the desert 
wastes. 

Now Earthmen, coming in rockets 
from Earth, had awakened them from 
their long slumber, filled them with 
a devouring hunger which nothing 
but death could slake. 

The second man who had stood 
with Jim on the quayside came up. 
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his face flushed with excitement. 
“No sense in making it a big party, 
Jim!” he said. “We’ll take care of It 
— just the three of usl” 

Dave Rawson was a big man with 
a shrewd, small, practical mind. When 
Martians threatened the village with 
their strange powers he was always 
in the forefront of the struggle. 

Dave Rawson ran an inn. An inn- 
keeper has to be popular and fear- 
less ; an innkeeper has to stand 
behind a wide bar with his sleeves 
rolled to his elbows — a jolly, fear- 
less man. 

But deep in his heart Dave Raw- 
son was a blackguard. He cheated, 
lied and beat his wife; he liked to 
bully lesser colonists, the little men 
who came and went. 

Jim stared into the man’s deepset 
eyes and shrugged. "We’d better get 
started!” he said. 

The three men walked down the 
street and out of the village. Until 
the houses dwindled, the children 
followed them, admiring their air 
of fearlessness. The women watched 
from doorways with shining eyes. 
Some of the men made earnest ef- 
forts to join the party, but Grant 
Trask had a quiet, sure way of mak- 
ing his will prevail. 

“Next time, George. You’ve done 
more than your share of tracking!” 

"Stay with your wife, Fred, She’s 
ill and needs you.” 

B EYOND THE town the bleak 
Martian desert closed in like a 
flapping shroud. The wind howled 
and moaned, sending sandballs ca- 
reening down steep slopes, filling 
the air with a continuous rustling. 

Jim ploughed on with lowered 
head, dust stinging his nostrils, his 
gun jogging in the crook of his 
arm. 

“I can’t forget there were human 
beings on Mars once,” Trask said. 
“Big-brained bipeds who walked 
erect. Builders and dreamers with 
brain pans as large as ours. They 
hurled a torch to us from a dead and 
buried past. They gave us the moral 
right to carry on the fight.” 

"We’re men,” Rawson grunted. 
“The Martians are crawling blobs 



of slime. That’s enough for me !” 

"The Martians are as intelligent 
as we are,” Trask said. “They can 
get inside our minds and make our 
secret thoughts real, three-dimension- 
al. They can bring back Earth. They 
can offer men paradise, the forbid- 
den fruit, the lost Eden. If men re- 
fuse to eat they can turn the human 
sense of guilt into a cruel, punishing 
reality. One way or another, all men, 
are vulnerable.” 

"Where do you think it went. 
Grant?” Jim asked. 

“It will seek a deep hollow in the 
desert,” Trask said: “It is sluggish 
now with death, fat like a grave 
worm with the life of that tortured 
woman.” 

Shadows leapt across the desert, 
purpled the rolling dunes. On the 
far horizon a cloud floated, assuming 
grotesque shapes. 

Dawn was breaking over the desert 
when they found the Martian. It 
lay in a hundred foot hollow in the 
tumbled sand, sluggish with its feast- 
ing, its eighty eyes almost motion- 
less in the chill light. 

The three men descended into the 
hollow with their guns in readiness, 
their faces tight and strained. Trask 
was the calmest of the three. "Don’t 
shoot until we’re close,” he warned. 
"We can’t afford to miss this time.” 

Rawson said: "It’s watching us! 
Its eyes — ” 

Rawson’s speech congealed. 

Rawson saw a light shine out from 
the beast. It was white and dazzling. 
The beast’s eyes began to move, to 
shift about. 

As Rawson stared the eyes melted 
and ran together and became a lake 
of fire. 

"Dave, come back!” Trask shout- 
ed. "Dave, in the name of heaven — ” 

R AWSON WAS already running 
down into the hollow, his eyes 
bright with an eagerness such as he 
had never known. He tosBed his 
gun aside, waved his arms. He ran 
faster. 

Ahead of him the lake of fire 
brimmed with a rosy radiance. Out 
of it floated an immense translucent 
bubble. The bubble was not empty. 
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Within it a woman stirred and 
opened sleepy eyes. 

The woman reclined at full length, 
her arms extended in voluptuous ap- 
peal. She had green cat’s eyes, and a 
mass of tumbled golden hair that 
encircled her pale face like a gar- 
land. Rubies scintillated against her 
fair skin. 

The bubble with its tantalizing 
burden floated toward Rawson, and 
the woman looked out at him, and 
desire rained hot coals on his blood. 

He fell to his knees and reached 
up with both arms as the bubble de- 
scended. 

“Dave, get up! Get to your feet, 
man! You’re looking at nothing, 
you’re staring into vacancy !” 

The hands on Dave’s arm and 
shoulder were like steel bands. The 
hands of Grant Trask. 

Rawson swung about with a ourse, 
his eyes red-rimmed. “It’s a lie! You 
want that woman for yourself. Get 
away from me or I’ll kill you!” 

“No, Dave!” Trask pleaded. "It’s 
an illusion; there’s nothing there!” 

Rawson struck Trask in the face. 
He gritted his teeth and pivoted 
away from Trask on his knees. He 
saw blood run from Trask’s mouth 
over his chin. 

He was glad that he had hurt 
Trask. He could see the bubble again 
and the woman was still extending 
her arms toward him. 

He got to his feet and staggered 
forward, his throat parched. 

Trask bent and picked up his gun. 
He followed' Rawson patiently, anx- 
iously. He did not think of him- 
self, of his own safety. The savage 
blow which he had received meant 
nothing to him. Safe at home, in the 
village, he would have lain Raw- 
son out cold. 

But now Rawson was walking to 
his death, and had a claim on him. 
Friend or enemy; bully, sadist or 
coward — what did it matter? Raw- 
son was a human being in deadly 
peril, a man in desperate need of 
help. Rawson shared with Trask a 
common humanity. They were both 
men, facing a threat that was alien 
to humanity. 



J IM HAD seen the struggle and 
was advancing on the run, his 
gun raised. “Don’t shoot, Jim!’’ 
Trask called. “He sees something 
we can’t see! We've got to save him 
from himself!” 

Jim nodded and lowered his gun. 
But he still ran on. 

Trask caught up with Rawson 
fifty feet from the Martian. He 
seized his arm and ierked him about. 

“Listen to me, Rawson” he plead- 
ed. “You’re following a mirage. The 
beast has got inside your mind!” 
Rawson wrenched his arm free, his 
lips shaking. “That’s a lie ! She’s 
beautiful and I’ll hold her in my 
arms if I die for it! She’s singing 
to me! Can’t you hear her?” 

“There’s nothing but empty desert 
ahead of us, Dave.” 

"You want her for yourself. I 
warned you before. Now — ” 

Rawson lurched suddenly. He 
grabbed Trask’s wrist and twisted 
it viciously. 

Rawson wrenched the gun from 
Trask’s hand and gave him a shove. 
As Trask went reeling backward 
Rawson raised the gun to his shoul- 
der and took careful aim. 

Rawson fired, putting bullet after 
bullet into Trask, spinning him 
about and hurling him to the ground. 

The desert sand spurted up about 
Trask sinking down in a red welter. 
Horror and pity looked for an in- 
stant out of Trask’s glazing eyes. He 
fell forward upon his face, twisted 
convulsively; he lay still. 

White with rage, Rawson crouched 
low as the sunlight threw a filmy 
haze between his reeling senses and 
the dead man. 

He saw Jim coming toward him 
through the glare, armed and furi- 
ous. 

“Stay back, Jim!” Rawson warned. 
“Don’t come any closer.” 

“I’m going to kill you, Rawson 1” 
Jim said. “You shot Trask down in 
cold blood. He was the best friend 
you’ll ever have, and you shot him 
dead.” 

“Stay where you are, Jim I I warn 
you !” 

Jim’s face hardened. 

He was about to squeeze the trig- 




MARTIAN HOMECOMING 



75 



ger of his gun when something in 
the desert between Rswson and the 
Martian stayed his hand. A flicker- 
ing and a whirling, a deepening of 
the shadows which surrounded the 
Martian. 

The shadows became vertical 
shafts of darkness in a matter of 
seconds. They converged and became 
a solid, moving wall closing in about 
Rawson. 

Rawson turned with a startled 
cry. 

The wall was circular and it swept 
in upon Rawson and embraced him 
from three sides. He was caught in 
a dark, circular trap which loomed 
swiftly up above him in chill and 
dripping darkness. 

The walls of a prison courtyard, 
the stones mottled and unyielding. 

Rawson began to shake. 

Far off in the dawn a bell tolled. 

Rawson recoiled, his back to the 
wall of the courtyard, a convulsive 
horror in his stare. 

A cold wind blew across the des- 
ert, stirring the sand at his feet. 
Around the edge of the wall came 
a procession of guards, walking 
slowly and two abreast. 

The rising sun hid behind a cloud. 

"No, no, I don’t want to die I” Raw- 
son screamed. 

He dropped to his knees in plead- 
ing despair as the procession halted 
directly in front of him. A dark 
figure in the uniform of a prison 
warden spoke sharply. 

"Get up! Must we help you to 
walk?” 

Rawson cowered back against the 
wall, pleading, screaming. 

Two guards stepped forward and 
took hold of him. They dragged him 
to his feet. 

The walls of the prison swept 
away into chill, gray distances. 

The electric chair loomed out of 
shadows, wrapped in a pale blue 
light. 

Rawson was dragged screaming to 
the chair and strapped in. 

Rawson shook his head in dazed 
horror and saw that he was walk- 
ing straight forward into a blinding 
light. He was not condemned after 
all. His conscience had deceived him. 



He had murdered Trask, but the 
justice of Earth could not touch him. 
On Mars — 

The eyes of the Martian shifted 
about in the chill dawn as it moved 
forward to enfold Rawson. Its 
amoeba-like bulk flowed over him, 
in hideous, greedy folds. 

J IM STOOD motionless, hia lips 
white, the gun still at his shoul- 
der. 

He had seen Rawson back away 
from him, and then rush straight 
toward the Martian with a scream 
of terror. He now saw Rawson dis- 
appear. He could only guess at the 
reason for the mad act But now a 
great white glow came from the Mar- 
tian. It swept toward Jim like the 
waveB of an advancing sea. Out of 
the whiteness came voices, faces, a 
turbulent tide of moving, shouting 
people. 

Jim sucked in his breath. 

The great stadium loomed before 
him, bathed in dazzling light 

Jim looked down over himself. 
He saw a firm-fleshed torso, black 
tights, the legs of a younger man. 
Far off in the glow he saw the ring, 
a figure he knew standing in one 
corner waiting for him. 

With a shout he moved forward 
between the crowds, pushing his 
way down the aisle, a surge of 
strength and pride mounting in him. 
His manager came toward him, 
slapped him soundly on the back. 

“Jim, Jim lad! He’s a pushover, 
Jim! The championship’s in the bag, 
im! Go in there, son, and let him 
ave it! Hear those cheers? They’re 
all for you, Jim boy, all for you!” 
Light, excitement, joy, pride in a 
man’s own strength. The crowds 
shouting, pushing; the bright, light- 
flooded ring; the great moment; the 
breathless hour of glory and 
triumph. 

Jim stood very still, shaken, white, 
feeling the gun in his clasp, telling 
himself that he must not fail. 

Even the rope which rasped his 
palm as he climbed into the ring 
seemed as real as the gun. But he 
was aware of the pun too, aware 
of a dim, dark stirring just beyond 
the spendid vision. 
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He was in the ring and he was not 
in the ring. He was two men at once. 
Beyond the glimmering stadium 
lights, beyond that white, steady 
blaze, luminous spots shifted about 
in a web of darkness. 

The eyes of the Martian beast 
were trained upon him, with a de- 
vouring greediness. 

Jim recoiled from the ringside, 
forcing his mind away from the 
referee, the big man in white tights 
facing him, the gleaming faces of 
the crowd. 

His fingers tightened on the gun. 

Jim blasted with a sudden, terrible 
concentration of all his faculties. 
He felt the gun leap in his clasp, 
saw the splendid vision dim and 
vanish. 

The Martian desert came wavering 
back, wrapped in the chill light of 
dawn. Grayness, chillness, came 
sweeping back forty million miles 
from Earth. 

The Martian beast shriveled in the 
searing blast. Its eyes opened, shut, 
puckered and ran hideously togeth- 
er on its shrinking bulk. Ten eyes 
became one, swelled to a hugely 
blinking orb filled with smoky 
light. Other eyes grew smaller, 
turned to blind lumps like gall 
blisters on terrestrial tree stumps. 

The Martian became a black, ooz- 
ing mass of charred jelly. It heaved 
and bubbled and ran in thin trickles 
over the sand. It became a thing of 
no real substance, a smudged residue 
like the jellyfish patterns cast up 
on the beaches of Earth by the re- 
sistless tides. 

Most of the jellyfish gone, dried 
out by the sun. Just water, dissolv- 
ing, running away, leaving only a 
faint, skeletal stain on the white 
and gleaming sand. 

J IM WAS trembling when he 
turned. The desert had never 
seemed so chill. Before his eyes 
stretched only desolation, emptiness, 
a bleak and hostile land. 

He started walking, vaguely aware 
that he was returning toward the 
village, but making no effort to fol- 
low a single trail. 

His anger at fate had something 
in it of the burnt out land. 



But then, miraculously, his despair 
ebbed a little. A man must carry on, 
he told himself grimly. 

Soon the sun was a bright blaze 
in the distance and he could see 
the village, and the gleaming waters 
of the canal. He had never thought 
of the village as a part of himself 
before. It was curious, but he had 
never actually thought of the vil- 
lage as something he had helped to 
build. 

Jim Malden, realist. Neither too 
good nor too bad. Just a stubborn 
fighter, liking his neighbors, liking 
kids and the rain on his face, and 
the good morning smell of frying 
bacon. Dogged, stubborn, wanting to 
do his part to make the Mars colony 
the kind of town a man could be 
proud of. 

Jim entered the town and walked 
down the silent quayside in the 
dawn, his huge shoulders squared. 

His shack had never seemed quite 
worth defending before. His wife 
and neighbors, sure — but not the 
shack itself. But now it wasn’t just 
a tin-walled squatter’s shack set 
down in a chill waste forty million 
miles from Earth. 

It was — home. 

Jim opened the door and went in- 
side. His wife had thrown herself 
down on a sofa, fully clothed, and 
her face in the dawn light was hag- 
gard and worn. 

Jim knelt beside the sofa and put 
his arms around her. 

“Time for breakfast, Mary!” he 
said. 

Mary opened her eyes. “Jim!” 

“I’ve come home, Mary! Thinking 
about Earth all the time, dreaming 
about Earth, was no good. I’ve come 
home to all the things a man never 
gets around to missing until he’s 
lost them.” 

His wife stared at him with shin- 
ing eye6. 

"A man’s home is wherever he’s 
fought and struggled and really 
lived, Jim,” she said. “Everybody 
changes. Everybody starts over every 
time the sun comes up. I knew you’d 
find that out someday, Jim. You’ve 
come home to Mars!” 

Jim kissed her. 
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A MISPLACED line made pretty 
much of a hash out of my clos- 
ing comment on Dianetics, in the 
last issue, so I’ll repeat the para- 
graph for the sake of clarification. 
“Having taken this stand, I must 
state further that I shall not hesi- 
tate to recommend Dianetics, at some 
future date, if it brings forth evi- 
dence such as will prove its claims. 
It would indeed be wonderful if a 
“science of the mind” (I put that in 
quotation marks because the expres- 
sion, in itself, is contrary to scienti- 
fic terminology; it implies that the 
"mind” is somehow a separate unit, 
split off from the “body”, etc.) ac- 
tually existed. IF. . .” 

A reader writes to chide me for 
my “narrow-minded rejection of this 
new ‘science’ ” and goes on to lament 
the “conservative attitude of science- 
fiction fans, when confronted with 
some of the marvels they like to read 
about.” I can only repeat, a bit weari- 
ly, that I haven’t “rejected” Diane- 
tics, and that what I have criticised 
was a book, which made unsubstanti- 
ated claims. (That is, as of November 
29, 1950, I have seen no evidence of 
the claims made for Dianetics, as a 
science .) I have, in fact, asked the 
question which is the correct ques- 
tion to ask, whenever anyone comes 
forth with a “new discovery” in any 
line of scientific endeavor: where is 
the evidence? (In one of his excel- 
lent early tales, A. E. Van Vogt 
notes that it is important to make 
men skeptical. The shrewd, semi-il- 
literate man who has to be shown 
concrete evidence is the spiritual 
forbear of the scientist. On every 
level of understanding, the skeptic 
partly makes up for his lack of 
knowledge by his attitude of “Show 
me! I’ve got an open mind, but what 
you say cannot by itself convince 
me.”) 

This brings up the question: what 
constitutes evidence? On the next 
page, you will see an article by the 
noted author, James Blish, on that 
very subject — for the nature of sci- 
entific evidence and the kind of 
evidence acceptable in legal matters 
are not the same. Mr. Blish, I might 



add, has spent many months in in- 
tensive research and checking on the 
subject of Dianetics, at the Diane- 
tics Foundation as well as other 
sources. 

Remember then, when anyone 
makes scientific claims, the burden 
of proof lies with the claimant. It is 
not reprehensible to suspend accept- 
ance of a theory, etc., until the evi- 
dence has been examined. What is 
"narrow minded” is the acceptance or 
rejection of a scientific theory with- 
out examining the evidence. 

A READER writes in to note: “I 
highly approve of your Readers 
Preference Coupon; but, with it, is it 
necessary to fill the letter depart- 
ment with letters listing individual 
preferences, and all the whys and 
wherefores of that judgment?” 

I think the point is a good one, and 
propose that we restrict “Down to 
Earth” to discussions, rather than 
story and picture ratings. I don’t 
mean, by this, dry, scientific theses, 
but rather discussions on aspects of 
stories, of science, and of science fic- 
tion. Such letters as Robert Peck’s, 
in the September issue; Jay Tyler’s 
in the November issue; those by Leo 
Louis Martello, Robin le Roy, and 
Jerry Candler, in the January issue; 
and those by Buryi Payne, Larry 
Rothstein, and J. W. Lodge, in this 
issue, seem closer to what we want. 
By all means, comment on stories, 
for the editor’s enlightenment — but 
we’ll just publish the meat. 

For our next issue, Bryce Walton 
and Rocklynne have collaborated on 
a fascinating picture of worlds-to- 
come, entitled, “Out of the Atom- 
fire” ; Poul Anderson is with us with 
another of his fine novelets, this one 
entitled "Honorable Enemies” ; Al- 
fred Copell comes up with a delight- 
ful short story, “The Awful Weap- 
on”, which sounds practical and ef- 
fective; Lester del Rey has an en- 
grossing yarn about a rational use of 
men and machines in “Mind of To- 
morrow”, and J. Harvey Haggard’s, 
chilling “Fun Can Last Forever” 
won’t be crowded out again. In short, 
I think the May Future will be one 
of the good issues. RWL 
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* What is “Evidence” * 

by James Blish 

There’s a difference between " legal evidence ” and the kind 
necessary to substantiate scientific claims I 



T HE GREAT argument over 
dianetics, which at this writ- 
ing seems to be raging as loud- 
ly as ever, has brought a good many 
laymen to wonder just what is wrong 
with the case histories and inter- 
views quoted in Mr. Hubbard’s book. 
Why don’t people in the medical and 
other professions accept these as 
evidence? Do they think Hubbard is 
lying? What, after all, does consti- 
tute evidence in this field? 

Without expressing any opinion 
of I.lr. Hubbard, whose honesty may 
assay 16 ounces to the pound, let’s 
consider the tests “evidence” must 
pass to get itself accepted by scien- 
tists. We’ll draw most of our exam- 
ples from psychotherapy, since that’s 
the field in which Mr. Hubbard 
works, but the principles involved 
apply to any of the sciences. 

There are two basic categories of 
evidence. These are: (a) the evidence 
the original experimenter accepts or 
rejects during the course of his ex- 
periment; and (b) the evidence he 
offers to other scientists when he 
reports his experiment. The same 
tests, however, are applied to both 
categories. We’ll list the tests be- 
low, and show how they’re applied, 
in each category. 

Evidence must be verifiable. 

For the experimenter, this means 
that nothing can be accepted upon 
hearsay or upon the unsupported 
testimony of any one person, no 
matter how trustworthy that person 
might seem. In psychotherapy in par- 
ticular, nothing that the patient tells 
the experimenter is of any direct 
value unless it can be checked. Fur- 
thermore, the checking must be a 
continuous process, for even the 
most skilled observer can be fooled 
now and then; and it is also impor- 
tant to know when the patient is 



putting out fantasy instead of fact, 
so that some approach can be made 
to the question of why he is doing 
so. 

When the experimenter writes up 
his researches, he must respect this 
rule just as rigorously. It is not 
enough for him to write: "The pa- 
tient’s recall of a beating by his fa- 
ther at the age of nine was verified." 
He must tell how it was verified, and 
cite records available to checking by 
independent investigators — the police 
record of the father’s arrest for the 
beating in question, for instance. 
Otherwise the suspicion remains that 
the beating may have been just a fan- 
tasy, after all. 

Doctors often slight this step in 
taking case-records from a patient, 
in areas where records are readily 
available and where the patient has 
no reason to be inaccurate. If you 
tell your doctor, for instance, that 
you had measles as a child, he’ll 
probably take your word for it. But 
if the answer to even that question 
has an important bearing upon your 
present health, he'll check — for hu- 
man memory is fallible and tricky. 

Evidence must be authenticated 
when it's offered in proof of some 
thesis. Scientists are from Missouri; 
they take no one’s unsupported word 
for anything. If Doctor A says, “I 
cured a schizophrenic by such-and- 
such a method,” they ask immediate- 
ly: “In what hospital was this schi- 
zophrenic? What are the names and 
addresses of other doctors who ob- 
served him, before and after? Do 
they agree that he was schizophrenic 
before, and cured after? Where can 
we see the detailed case record of 
this patient?” (It is to save them- 
selves the trouble of answering many 
of these questions, by the way, that 
many doctors work in teams of three 
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to seven when conducting any re- 
search; all of them sign their names 
and addresses to the resulting re- 
search paper, to vouch that they 
have observed each case cited and 
stand by the statements made about 
each.) 

E VIDENCE must be measurable. 

This is a rule more honored 
in the breach than in the observance 
in most medical researches, but it is 
valid; ignoring it can. easily be fatal 
to an apparently wonderful discov- 
ery. Subjective changes in the pa- 
tient — that is, changes in the way the 
patient feels — have only a limited 
value as evidence for the experiment- 
er. (Many patients feel better after a 
pill made of nothing but sugar, pro- 
vided that they’ve been led to be- 
lieve that the pill was a wonder 
drug.) What counts is what the 
measurements show. Does the patient 
claim he’s sober as a judge? Let’s 
see what his blood-alcohol level is, 
and how fast his reaction-time is. Has 
this anemic patient really been bene- 
fited by treatment? It’s nice that he 
feels better, but let’s see what his 
red-cell count shows. 

All such measurements and tests 
must be reported completely and in 
detail in the experimenter’s research 
paper or book. If his treatment in- 
creased the patients’ intelligence, he 
must describe how he tested intelli- 
gence, before and after, and what the 
results were. If he claims to have 
cured a case of leukemia, he must 
print photomicrographs of blood- 
smears from the patient, before and 
after (and throughout the course of 
the therapy) which actually show the 
changes he claims to have made in 
the patient’s blood-cell picture. He 
must describe, minutely, the measur- 
ing instruments he has used, and de- 
scribe the way he has used them ac- 
curately enough so that other scien- 
tists may examine and criticize his 
procedure, and repeat the same tests 
under the same conditions if they 
think it worth while. 

Nearly everyone knows that any 
scientific experiment is subject to 
this te6t, but it is always worth re- 
peating. A scientific test must al- 



ways give the same results for scien- 
tist X that it did for scientist A; if 
it does not, then scientist A’s proce- 
dures or his interpretations are open 
to question. In medicine, however, so 
little is really known about the way 
drugs and other treatments work that 
we have to accept a rather low order 
of duplication of results as evidence, 
but it is to be hoped that we’ll grow 
out of that stage eventually. Success 
in 586 out of 800 cases is impressive 
statistically, but it is only provisional 
evidence — actually, any "science” 
which still leans upon statistical 
majorities to establish its principles 
is in a very shaky state. Scientific 
principles which are exactly known 
work exactly, every time and all the 
time. 

The closer a science comes to exact 
mensuration, however, the more 
damning a single failure becomes. 
And, if a given researcher claims for 
his experiments the virtues of exact- 
ness, he has laid himself open to be- 
ing judged by that standard. 

E VIDENCE must be formulatable. 

Laymen seldom can under- 
stand the enormous respect with 
which scientists in all fields regard 
the mathematical formula. Yet it is 
a fact that formulatability is the ul- 
timate test of the validity of a theo- 
ry. ( Not of its "truth”, for in the 
scientific canon there is no such 
thing as ultimate truth.) If a certain 
mass of data does point toward a 
conclusion, then that conclusion can 
be expressed in terms of a relation- 
ship — in Bhort, as a formula, of which 
all the bits of evidence are special 
cases or terms. The experimenter 
uses this test to determine whether 
or not he has really understood the 
data he has collected, and to deter- 
mine whether or not the conclusion 
he has drawn from the data covers 
every datum, without exception. 

Another scientist, reading the re- 
search report, looks first for the 
expression of relationship — not nec- 
essarily a mathematical formula. He 
then looks at the data. Is this par- 
ticular datum actually a special case 
of the general relationship offered 
by the experimenter? Or could it be 
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more easily and logically attributed 
to some other, already-known rela- 
tionship? Then: is the proposed re- 
lationship the simplest explanation 
which includes all the facts? Andc 
is it possible to apply the proposed 
relationship to the facts at all? How 
does one go about fitting the evi- 
dence cited to the formula? If the 
"formula” contains the term “PV”, 
and the experimenter says this term 
is supposed to stand for "personali- 
ty value,” just how is personality- 
value measured, and furthermore, 
what is it? Why is it expressed by 
two symbols, “P” and "V”, as if each 
symbol stood for a separate quanti- 
ty— and what are those quantities? 
Equations may be constructed end- 
lessly, but does this equation repre* 
sent a real relationship ? 

In medicine, of course, we have as 
yet discovered no relationship so uni- 
versal that it can be expressed by a 
formula; but, until that day comes, 
we can apply a few rules of thumb. 
We can ask that it be established, be- 
yond all dispute, that the results be 
due to the treatment, not to what the 
patient thinks the treatment will do 
for him, or to a sudden change in his 
diet not under the experimenter’s 
control, or to some other outside 
factor. Secondly, we can ask that the 
results must persist at least five 
years, without any relapse to the 
original condition. 

In psychotherapy, the claim has 
often been made that Such-and-such 
a method "works”, and what more 
proof do you need? The scientist 
must answer: What do you mean by 
"works?” That the patient feels bet- 
ter? That’s worthless; tomorrow he 
may feel worse than ever before. 
That the patient actually is better? 
Very well, show me your authenti- 
cated examinations and measure- 
ments of the patient, and let me 
know the results of your re-examina- 



tion of the patient after five years 
have passed. 

Furthermore, what is it that’s 
"working?” Is it the particular psy- 
chotherapy that is claiming the cre- 
dit, or is it instead some other factor 
not excluded by the experiment? 
Faith-healing "works,” too; there is 
authenticated evidence for faith-heal- 
ing of some cases. When you are 
testing the ^effect of an all-milk diet 
on a rat, you don’t allow the rat 
loose to eat anything else; and fur- 
thermore, you keep a “control” rat 
on a normal diet, so that you can 
make comparisons. In the field of the 
mind, however, it’s impossible to 
deny the patient or to control all 
kinds of stimuli outside of the par- 
ticular stimuli the experimenter is 
trying to administer. Small wonder 
that all psychotherapies “work” in 
some cases; the real wonder is that 
any one therapy could be brash 
enough to claim exclusive credit for 
its successes. 

Of course, the man who claims 
that his method always works is 
claiming that he has made psycho- 
therapy into an exact science. That 
would be a very great achievement — 
possibly the greatest scientific 
achievement of all time. If the claim 
is a true claim, then the researcher 
should have, and should be happy to 
show you, his evidence. 

Accept no excuses. Bright ideas 
are a dime a dozen, but bright ideas 
born of close examination of real 
evidence are very rare. No fact is 
worth a nickel without an idea to 
give it meaning; but no idea is worth 
considering without facts to give it 
validity. 

And a fact can be authenticated; it 
can be measured; it can be substi- 
tuted in a formula. A statement of 
fact which fails any one of these 
three tests may nevertheless be true 
enough — 

But it is not evidence. 
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This department is for you, the readers, where you can discuss science and science 
fictional subjects in general, and your opinions of Future in particular. We will pay 
two dollars for each letter published, regardless of length. 



Dear Editor: 

I haven’t finished this issue of Future 
yet, but I can't put this off another minute. 
I’m not a fanatic, Mr. Lowndes; I realize 
that, as editor, it is your job to make mon- 
ey for the publisher. And I want you to 
do that, for in that way the continuance of 
Future is assured. But — I think you could 
find some way to make money without re- 
printing ten-year-old stories. Not that I 
have anything against ten-year-old stories; 
some of them were good. But most of us 
have already read the things. Besides, it 
isn’t fair to the authors who are trying to 
make a living at the business. 

I also couldn’t help noticing that this 
issue of Future cost 20 cents. I don’t ob- 
ject to that in the least. After all, it’s a 
matter of taking in more than you pay out. 
You can go up to 25 cents, if you like, 
and I still won’t object. Provided you leave 
out the reprints! 

I have no objections to your covers. 
They seem to sell a stack of your maga- 
zines, so I guess they’re good enough. 

That reader’s preference coupon is a 
handy thing; it saves a lot of trouble. 

"The Secret People” was nice and in- 
teresting. Kinda spooky in a way, too. 
Both Blish and Knight are good. 

Asimov is something of a character. The 
idea of little dinosaurs with pistols is fun- 
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ny in itself, but the way he proves that 
we’re no better, is a killer. Wonder how 
many of your readers will really appreci- 
ate that tale? 

I haven’t read "Dianetics" yet, so I don’t 
suppose I should comment. Hope it 
doesn’t turn out to be another hoax. 
’Twould be a lot of money thrown away 
at four bucks per copy. It would also 
leave a few editors, authors, and publishers 
out on a limb! 

The original material in your magazine 
is first rate, and the magazine as a whole 
is as good as the best of them. If you’ll 
just leave off the reprints, I’ll be satisfied. 
Even, I repeat, if you go up to twenty-five 
cents ! 

J. T. Oliver 
7l2-32nd Street 
Columbus, Ga. 

(There are points to be made on both 
sides of the reprint question ; you have 
noted a couple of the arguments against 
them. But it should be remembered that 
everyone who buys a current issue of a 
science fiction magazine was not reading 
science fiction ten years ago, and that 
a number of very good stories are either 
completely unavailable, or very difficult 
to find. The final decision, however, 
should rest with the majority opinion of 
the readers; and while the percentage of 
returns is small, where there is decided 
trend in one direction it can be assumed 
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that the proportion of the silent readers is 
thus represented. 

Returns show that the Kubilius story 
was definitely liked, even by those who had 
read it before; but opinion is against mix- 
ing reprints with new material, readers 
feeling that a magazine should be either 
all new material, or all reprint. So, with 
this issue, the reprint experiment has 
been dropped. 

We wish more people would follow your 
excellent example of with-holding comment 
upon a book — in this case, “Dianetics”, 
but the principle should obtain anywhere — 
until they have read itt 

In a democratically-tended society, such 
as ours, everyone has a right to his opin- 
ion, be it "right", “wrong", or the more 
usual mixture of "right-wrong”; that is, 
everyone has this right in that he should 
not be punished by law for holding and/ 
or expressing a "wrong" opinion. But any 
person who pretends to be well-informed 
has no "right" to an opinion on subjects 
where he has no data, or first-hand evi- 
dence, information, etc. Particularly does 
this apply to bookB he has not read, or has 
just read comments upon; pictures he has 
not seen; music he has not heard, etc. 

A reader, for instance, asks my opinion 
on the “flying saucers”; I can only say 
that I have none, as I have not had the 
opportunity to examine such evidence as 
is available.) 

Dear Editor: 

As an artist and a long-suffering science- 
fiction fan, I have watched the growth and 
controversies of your publication with in- 
terest. 

It must be difficult for any editor with 
a deadline to meet, to strike the tripe from 
type. I am glad to say that yours is one of 
the few publications that have been able to 
do this. It is more than difficult for most 
authors to combine the components of 
sociological content, and emotional proba- 
bility, with science-fiction and yet come up 
with a well-told story. 

Most science-fiction readers will stand 
for the use and mis-use of the many and 
sundry devices employed by the science- 
fiction authors, but will scream to high 
space when their credulity is strained. To- 
day, logic and conformity — well, logic, any- 
way — is the prime influence of men’s 
lives. Of course, you are welcome to argue 
the validity of this. In any event, if logic 
can be made enjoyable, such as in your 
magazine — a profitable escape, as it 

were — then Future is doing a greater 
service than the public realizes. 

Your artwork is technically proficient, as 
of course you know, but I suspect that the 
cover artists are being instructed to delete 



the half-tones and darker shadows, which 
otherwise might make the covers less garish 
than they are. A poster-type cover just 
doesn’t belong on such a creative and well- 
thought-out magazine as yours. I would 
suggest that your art director modify the 
cover toward the allegorical, if a story it- 
self doesn’t provide a distinctive enough 
illustration. I have seen too many science- 
fiction publications with their covers torn 
off, after having been passed on, because 
the owners were ashamed of being seen 
in public with the cover illustrations in 
their hands. Once a publication such as 
yours is established, there are other ways 
to gain new readers than to display a 
lurid cover on the newsstand. 

You have set your standards high; you 
have gotten off to a good start. Don’t 
settle for mediocre manuscripts because you 
have a deadline to meet — other publications 
have made that fatal mistake. Your policy 
of bringing back past classics is an excel- 
lent one. 

I hope you realize, then, that this is a 
sincere letter — not a chastisement — and not 
an appeal for the $2.00 you offer, which 
I desperately need. 

Seriously, it is evident that if enough 
consideration to Future is given in times 
to come, as in the past, your magazine will 
be tops in the field of science fiction for 
some years to come. 

Burton S. Kaufman 
8 Kinross Road 
Brighton, 35, Mass. 

(The aim of Future is to present intelli- 

§ ent entertainment, but you have to bear 
i mind that this is a pulp magazine, and 
is nearly always displayed with innumer- 
able other pulp magazines, of all kinds. 
We have to have covers which will be 
noticed amidst the display, and experience 
has shown, so far, that the poster-type 
cover stands out best. 

For the person who is already "sold” 
on Future, all that is necessary is the ti- 
tle and indication that this is a new issue; 
for the science-fiction addict, all that is 
needed is an attractive cover, and sugges- 
tions — through titles and reliable author- 
names — that this book will be right up 
his alley. 

But these two categories only account 
for a small percentage of circulation. We 
have to attract pulp-readers who are not 
already “sold”, or half-way “sold”. And 
experience has proven, that a pretty girl 
on a cover does make many people stop 
and look. When they pick up the maga- 
zine, and see attractive illustrations in- 
side — again, girl-interest helps — there’s a 
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chanc« that they'll give the book a try. 
Then, the atories are the thing. But no 
one is going to know whether they like 
the stories if the magazine does not at- 
tract attention and interest in the first 
place I 

The “pretty girl" tells nothing about 
the story-quality of an issue of Future, 
or the taste-quality of a bottle of whiskey. 
But there can be no doubt that this sort 
of display arouses initial interest; and 
there is nothing wrong with it being so. 

What a pin-up gal on a science-fiction 
magazine actually says to the man-in-the- 
street is not: "Psst, here’? some juicy sex!” 
but: “This isn't ponderous, dry material — 
only for technicians and students; these 
are stories about people which you can 
understand and enjoy. You don’t have to 
be afraid of that word ‘science’.” 

We doubt that logic is the prime influ- 
ence of men’s lives; there’s not much evi- 
dence for such an opinion. Although it 
may be true that most people consider 
their actions “reasonable” and their opin- 
ions and motivations "logical”. But where 
it is employed, events show that logic is 
more likely to be used as a buttress for 
irrational and false-to-fact assumptions.) 

Dear Editor: 

It seems to me that the first year of 
publication isn’t a good time to make any 
specific criticism of a magazine. During 
tne first year, the magazine is just making 



itself felt on the field at large. Its stand- 
ards and policies haven’t become fully 
known to authors, readers, and competitors, 
and there’s little point in arguing them, 
pro and con, until they’ve had a chance to 
prove themselves. 

That applies equally to the stories,, since 
the stories are a direct result of standard 
requirements and policies. No proper com- 

f iarisons can be made. All I can say is that 
, personally, like the stories. Speaking this 
early in the game, I find it an enjoyable 
contest, trying to spot some general story- 
trend that will become the well-known 
Future trademark in years to come. 

But when a magazine editor, on the very 
onset, pulls a Martian out of the hat, it 
deserves applause. 

You had some fair artwork. Nothing 
special, but that wasn’t expected this soon. 
You did line up Finlay and Lawrence, but 
they’re usually rushing through a sizeable 
backlog of work. The "squeeze” is already 
felt from having so many science fiction 
magazines on the market, in artists as well 
as authors. 

As far as the authors are concerned, the 
"squeeze” has resulted in many cases of 
editors frantically buying the stories of 
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When you have read this issue of FUTURE, we would like to know 
how you rate the stories. Just put a numeral opposite each title; they 
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2. Age of Prophecy 

3. The Gray Cloud 

4. Woman's Work is Never Done! 

5. The Last Lunacy 

6. The Lithium Mountain 

7. Martian Homecoming 

8. What is "Evidence”? 
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better-known authors that had been re- 
jected several years ago. Some authors are 
mighty glad they didn’t throw those old 
manuscripts away. Some authors are notice- 
ably silent. 

But as for artists, you seem to have 
pulled a fast one! I don’t remember seeing 
Fawcette anywhere else lately, but you’ve 
got him. And he’s good! What work I've 
seen is excellent, not to be equalled else- 
where. 

Another good artist to team up with 
him, I think, would be Schneeman. He’s 
back, doing science-fiction illustrations for 
Campbell, again. Schneeman and Fawcette 
have styles that are completely different, 
yet they would compliment each other so 
well that I, for one, would enjoy just 
riffling the pages of Future from illustra- 
tion to illustration. 

Joe Gibson 

24 Kensington Avenue 

Jersey City, 4, New Jersey 

(No two editors think exactly alike, so 
the fact that a story was rejected by one 
— or several, for that matter — is not proof 
positive that it wasn’t good. Generally 
there will be sound reasons, which would 
apply elsewhere — but sometimes it boils 



down to a matter of personal preference. 
And sometimes an editor will read a story 
he rejected in another magazine and won- 
der why he didn’t grab it when he had 
the chance. As the gentlemen remarked to 
the magistrate, when brought up for as- 
sault a third time, “Ain’t none of us per- 
fect, your Honor 1") 

Dear Editor: 

One goes up and the other goes down. 
Why do they have to balance? Last issue, 
the stories were better and the cover and 
illustrations worse than the November 
issue. You realize, of course, that this is 
only my humble opinion and not necessarily 
the opinion of all readers. Ditto the rest 
of this letter. 

"Caridi Shall Not Die” was the best sto- 
ry, and "Moon of Memory” and "The Se- 
cret People” were next. I didn’t care for 
the endings of either one, though. "The 
Terror” I did not like because I guessed 
the plot (ancient, hoary old thing that it 
is) before I had read one page. "The 
Terror” would have been enjoyed by me 
5 or 6 years ago, when I was a new 
reader, but not now. This story is for the 
new readers — not the oldtimers. 

Which brings up a point: are you going 
to cater to the tastes and interests of 



Did you think the cover was better than last issue’s? 

as good as last issue’s ? not as good ? 

Did you think the artwork was better than last issue’s? 

as good as last issue’s? not as good? 

Did you find the stories better than last issue’s ? 

as good as last issue’s? not as good? 

Were there any stories in this issue you did not like? 



Which letter in "Down to Earth” did you find most interesting? (Name of the 
letter-writer.) 



Comments 
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the oldtime fans, or the new readers, or 
both? There was some discussion on this 
topic at the "Norwescon” (this year’s 
science-fiction convention) and Howard 
Browne, editor of Amazing Stories, said 
that he was going to cater to the new, 
young readers, giving them plenty of blood 
and thunder. How about you? 

Now, a question: in free space, will a 
rocket continue acceleration after the ex- 
haust gases have reached peak velocity? If 
not, it would be useless to continue burn- 
ing fuel, as the rocket would coast forever. 
If it would accelerate, space travel is "set”. 
At 1 G acceleration or 32 ft. per second 
(squared), it would be 355 days before it 
reached the speed of light. Is this right, or 
am I all wet? 

Buryi Payne 

107 Hayes 

Seattle 9, Washington 

(If the number of “oldtime fans” — peo- 
ple who buy and read science fiction mag- 
azines consistently — ran to the hundreds 
of thousands, then it would be feasible 
to cater exclusively to their tastes. But 
since their numbers run only to a few 
thousand, or less, it isn’t practical. What 
we look for are merely good stories with 
adult motivation and characterization, and 
written at a pace that moves along. De- 
spite the fact that “The Terror” employed 
a plot that has appeared before, it had 
distinct individual treatment that made it, 
for us, and, we believe, for most of our 
readers, a story well worth publishing. No 
one who has read science fiction maga- 
zines for five years or more can expect 
to find every story published today entire- 
ly new to him. If a given story seems 
stale, to you, then that means it was not, 
for your taste, well done. The “good” sto- 
ry for any reader is one which “feels” 
new and original at the time of reading, 
whether it actually is a novel formulation, 
plot, etc., or just a well-worn plot served 
up in such a manner as to seem quite dif- 
ferent and interest-holding at the time. 

Perhaps some reader, or readers, would 
like to tackle your question; this depart- 
ment is wide open for such discussions. 
We will try to keep our vast ignorance 
out of it.) 

Dear Sir: 

I have been a constant reader of all 
science fiction magazines I could get my 
hands on, for many years. This is the first 
time I’ve written to one, and here’s my 
reason. 

I’ve often wished that I could concentrate 
as well when reading a physics book as I 
did when reading a novel like "The World- 
Mover”. I mention this because it contained 



a few paragraphs of what I want. Why 
doesn't George O. Smith take some of the 
true, present-day facts, like the theory be- 
hind the electron-microscope, and weave 
them into one of his excellent novels. Then 
I could learn and enjoy at the same time. 
I don’t think I could learn in an easier way, 
do you? It might even develop into a full 
physics course, written in this manner, and 
— presto! no more homework problems! 

I enjoyed your November issue of Future 
very much. Keep up the good work. 

Jack Hamrick 
330 Vine Street 
Paris, Kentucky 

(A number of science-fiction authors 
are “scientists” of one kind or another, 
and can — and do — weave in quite a bit 
of sound “educational” scientific data into 
their yarns. But the old "sugar-coated 
ills of science” theory of science-fiction 
as been pretty well exploded. Generally 
speaking, the only “educational” argument 
that can be advanced for science fiction 
is that such stories may arouse interest 
for learning in a reader. Where this hap- 
pens, it’s all to the good, but we cannot 
expect it everywhere. 

In my own case, science fiction made 
studying physics, in High School, inter- 
esting, rather than just dull labor — and 
some of the stories helped me to grasp 
basic theory more readily, at the time. 
Outside of that, thanks to science fiction, 
I find myself with a pretty widespread 
smattering of scientific ignorance, and a 
general interest in listening to people who 
know on this or that. But it’s always good 
to hear about it when some reader has 
found a story helpful in his studies, and 
I hope that we’ll have more stories with 
similar by-products.) 

Dear Mr. Lowndes: 

I am writing this letter largely for the 
purpose of commenting on the November 
issue of your magazine. I find, rather to 
my surprise, that the best story in the issue 
is the reprint. To my surprise, as will be 
explained below. 

1. "Caridi Shall not Die”, by Walter 
Kubilius. If 1 may say anything so uncom- 
plimentary, I would like to remark that this 
story would never have been a competitor 
for the higher positions in my rating, in 
an issue like the September one. It achieved 
so high a place in this issue less from its 
own positive qualities, than from the nega- 
tive qualities of its competition. However, 
it was quite a good story — though by no 
means exceptional. 

If you can keep your reprints up to this 
level, I am entirely in favor of them. 
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Fistula Is 
Real Threat 

Rn BOOK— Explains Other 
Related Ailments 




40 -page FREE BOOK — tells feefe 
about Fistula, Rectal Abscess, Piles and 
other rectal and colon disorders; also 
related ailments and latest corrective 
treatments. Thornton & Minor Hospital, 
Suita C3II, VII £ Linwood, Kansas 
City 3, Mo. 



RATINGS ON THE NOVEM- 
BER ISSUE 

Each letter, or preference coupon, 
which indicates how the stories were 
liked is counted. A first-place or 
“liked best” vote gets one point, a 
second-place or “liked next-best” vote 
gets two points, and so on. The total 
score is divided by the number of 
votes cast for each story — which 
varies, for everyone does not always 
list or comment on all the stories — 
to give the pointrating. The lower 
the point score, then, the higher the 
story rates. 



1 . 


The Secret People 


2.29 


2. 


Caridi Shall Not Die 


2.67 


3. 


The World-Mover 


3.20 


4. 


The Terror 


3.25 


5. 


Day of the Hunters 


1.10 


6. 


Moon of Memory 


3.M 



2. "The Secret People”, by James Bliih 
and Damon Knight. This had much strong- 
er qualities than the first story, and might 
have landed in first {dace had the last 
page been longer in proportion to the part 
of the story which was told from Rosoff’s 
point of view. Was it implied that Rosoff 
was to be the second Adam? The ending 
was deplorably vague. And 1 would have 
appreciated a more detailed explanation of 
the time element. 

3. "Day of the Hunters”, by Isaac 
Asimov. This was not a real story, but a 
fictionalized essay. As such, it was excel- 
lent. However, I remember the essay which 
it fictionalized. (In case you don’t, it was 
"There Never Was a Civilization Before 
us”, by John W. Campbell, in Unknown, 
July 1939.) 

4. "The Terror", by Alfred Coppel. 
This plot is by no means novel, having 
been used in Maurois’ "War With the 
Moon”, Ehrlich’s "The Big Eye”, New- 
man’s "Flying Saucer”, and Sturgeon’s 
"Unite and Conquer”. This, while not up 
to the first and last-named predecessors (I 
haven’t read the others), was well pre- 
sented. 

5. "Moon of Memory”, by Bryce Wal- 
ton. Dream therapy doesn’t seem very prob- 
able. But my main complaint against this 
story is that it started off as an Amazing - 
type adventure, continued that way (fairly 
well, too) until the end, and then drifted 
away into a mood story. I’ll agree that 
Walton probably intended the ending all 
the way through, but it didn’t read that 
way. 

6. "The World-Mover”, by George O. 
Smith. This Smith is a permanent last-place 
author to me. These 38 pages were a mere 
waste of paper, as far as I was concerned. 

And I definitely favor some unmessy 
means of disposal for Luros and his absurd 
scratches. I like your other illustrators (ex- 
cept for those who do the covers), and 
I like most of those drawings in the other 
magazines. 

Michael Wigodsky 
402 West Clay 
Houston 19, Texas 

(One says “no”, and another say6 “yes”. 
Consider the letter below.) 

Dear RWL: 

Bravo and again bravo! At last a maga- 
zine which allows me to relax in my feud 
with science-fiction editors. For years I 
[Turn To Pago 88] 
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HOW U* S. SAVINGS BONDS ARE PAYING OFF FOR 
MRS* MARY GALLON OF INDIANAPOLIS, INDIANA 



“Janet and Jack are my twin reasons for buying bonds,” says Mary 
Callon. “I’ve been a widow since they woe 8 but since 1942 I’ve been 
buying bonds for their college education — as well as for defense. By 
Betting aside 10% of each week’s pay through the Payroll Savings Plan 
where I work, I’ve saved the money. So it’s Butler University for my 
twins this fall — thanks to my United States Savings Bonds!” 



Tilts. Cd£dms cmj be, jjtwu s&fcj/tw l 



What Mary Callon did, you can do, too — 
and just as easily I The important thing is 
to start your program today! Just take 
three simple steps. 

L Make one big decision — to put saving 
first, before you even touch your income. 

a. Decide to save a regular amount syste- 
matically, week after week or month after 
month. Even a small sum, saved on a syste- 
matic basis, becomes a large sum in an 
amazingly short time! 

3. Start saving automatically by signing 



up today in the Payroll Savings Plan where 
you work or the Bond-A-Month Plan where 
you bank. You may save as little as $1.25 a 
week or as much as $375 a month. If you 
can set aside just $7.50 weekly, in 10 years 
you’ll have bonds and interest worth $4,329.02 
cash! 

You’ll be providing security not only for 
yourself and your family but for the free 
way of life that’s so important to us all. 
And in far less time than you think, your 
plans will turn into reality, just as Mary 
Callon’s are doing. 



FOR YOUR SECURITY, AND YOUR COUNTRY’S TOO, SAVE NOW- 
THROUGH REGULAR PURCHASE OF U. S. SAVINGS BONDSI 




Your government does not pay for tfau advertisement. It is donated a a a public service by The Advertising 
Council and the Magazine Publishers of America through the co-operation of Foote, Cone & Bdding 

and this publication. 
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COMPLETE SONS 
WRITING SERVICE 

We write the music for your 
words without charge on 50- 

50 basis. We send you recorde, copies and copy*^ 
right your song for you In Wash luff ton, ^ ~ 

GUARANTEED PUBLICATION 

We guarantee the publication of at least two 
Bongs each month by a legitimate B.M.I. innate 
publisher. The writers receive advance royalty 
and a standard royalty contract. The publisher 
pays all publication expenses. 

WHAT ARE YOUR CHANCES7 

If you have ability your chances are good. Now 
song- writers become famous every year. Maybe 
this Is YOUR year, Publishers are constantly on 
the lookout for good songs. Turn your material 
over to a firm whose business Is SONGWRITING. 

WRITE TODAY 

SEND YOUR POEM or lyric today for free ex- 
amination and complete information on our ex- 
ceptional offer. 

HOLLYWOOD TUNESMITHS 

Dept. K-3. 1558 Ne. Vint ST., Htllywood 28. CoHf. 



have been writing bitter letters to editors 
complaining about the cover illustrations, 
without any result. Now you come along 
and actually have covers which pertain to 
a story, and to an incident or a scene from 
the story, and not just a. symbolic repre- 
sentation. You please me greatly and my 
fervent hope is that you keep it up. You 
have my vote for that type of cover whole- 
heartedly. 

To me, the story which had the best 
possibilities was "Moon of Memory”, since 
there was a lovely gimmick in it, but it 
didn’t pan out completely. I don’t know 
why, but it left me a little disappointed in 
it. "The World-Mover” was good, but a 
little wordy, I thought. "The Secret Peo- 
ple” and the rest were about average. 

You know my opinion about the cover, 
and I would say that your interior illustra- 
tions are excellent. I did think that the il- 
lustration for “The. World-Mover” was a 
little dark for good delineation, and beside 
the light from the holocaust on Earth, I 
should think that the interior of the ship 
would have been just a little lighter. The 
artwork, as a whole, is improving, little by 
little, and I think you are doing fine. 

Your comment about extra-terrestrial life 
forms, which was appended to Mr. Steiger’s 
letter, was excellent. I can’t see why most 
complainants about bug-eyed monsters do 
not realize that our physical form is an 
accident resulting from the physyical con- 
ditions inherent to our planet. I have never 
been able to see why the possibility of 
other intelligent forms of life is so abhor- 
rent to most people. On the other hand, I 
have also been unable to see how such a 
life-form could have the slightest interest 
in ours, except as a source of food or 
biological experimentation. This pertains to 
inimical interest, of course. Since the 
physical make-up tending to produce a 
strange life-form would be completely un- 
like ours, there is a very good possibility 
that there would be indifference if they 
were our superiors in intelligence, and in- 
terest in exchanging information if other- 
wise. 

Larry Rothstein 

308 West Clinton St. 

Elmira, N.Y. 



(Readers seem to be pretty much in 
agreement on approving the policy of hav- 
ing the cover illustrate a story in the is- 
sue, even where they didn’t like a particu- 
lar cover. And, despite a few dissenters — 
bless them : where everyone thinks alike, 



1 La Madeton Pix, 'Suffe 1403 

I 7284 Sunsol Blvd., Hollywood 46, Colif 
t Please send Shocking in (8mm...-) (16mm.... J 



(16mm found. . . ! 

I enclose $ (ccsh, check, or m. ©.). I understand that I way 

return the film within 5 cays of receipt and my money will be refunded 
— end we'll still be friends. 

. .1 encloie 25c for sample <olor tilde and still of lano, 



BALLET in the BOUDOIR 



ft happened down Havana wav, 

A lenaman sauntered by one day. 
As I was dancing a ballet 
In Just my — well — thin ntyUoee. 
Of course, I really did protest 
'Cause after all, I wasn't dressed. 
Put mow it's done — and I’ve 
confessed. 

The picture really fe mat beat/ 



P.8. If you don’t see iC — vJhat a 
shame. 

For Lana (me) — has Quite a framel 



COLOR HIDES 
GLAMOROUS STILLS 
HOMC MOVIES— 

8 A 16mm 



BIND 25< — for semple elide and 
etui of LANA, the *or*eou* star of 
“Shockln*.” 

Send new fee 200 feet reel t 

8 mm. -..42.95 postpaid 100' 



16 mm. 4.95 (ellent) pp. 200* 

16 mm...- - 6.95 (sound) pp. 200' 
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no one thinks very much — Luros’ covers 
and artwork have been liked.) 

Well, RWL: 

Since I first began speculating about 
Time Travel — children do it, consciously or 
unconsciously, you know — and reading 
others’ ideas concerning it, I always won- 
dered why the hero never met himself 
coming back. "Smitty” finally did it in 
"The World-Mover”. 

That was some story — reasoning got so 
convoluted, introverted, extroverted, bol- 
lixed up, and generally involved, that I 
doubt if MilLiken, Einstein, Ivanovitch, or 
even George O. Smith himself, could fig- 
ure it out at times. 

Nevertheless, it was a good story. 

Atta Boy, "Smitty” — "There are things 
in Heaven and Earth, Horatio, that are 
not dreamed of in your philosophy.” (Inci- 
dentally, Editor, that would make a swell 
Banner Head on the front cover, and give 
the boys something to shoot at.) 

Ha! "Smitty” makes one of his characters 
say, . .No one yet has thought of legis- 
lation forcing everybody to swizzle a quart 
a day, and even the flushest of lushes 
doesn’t offer drinks to kids.” This is OK 
if the reader accepts it as the opinion of 
one of the characters in the story — most of 
them don’t. Figure it as the conviction of 
the author — and rightly so in most cases. 

Tell "Smitty” to take a squint at some 
of Hogarth’s pictures — the ones where the 
female lushes are feeding the infants gin. 
I won’t attempt to give even a boiled-down 
synopsis of all the connotations implied — 
I should write a book, yet? With "Smitty’s 
nimble, hop-skip-and-jump mentality, he 
should get the general idea without much 
effort. 

"...legislation forcing everybody to 
swizzle a quart a day...” It is certainly 
amusing (to some types of mentality) to 
note, and to attempt to evaluate, the flat, 
dogmatic statements in all fields of en- 
deavor. (Doesn’t happen to be your own 
particular field; you know that the dogma- 
tism is the result of ignorance of facts.) 

Before I comment further about "forced 
swizzling”, let me be dogmatic in my own 
peculiar way. "Anything that can enter the 
mind has happened, is happening, or will 
happen.” I mean any mind — not just the 
human mind. In other words, whatever 
happens is perfectly natural; if it wasn’t 
natural, it couldn’t happen. That is the 
[Turn Page] 



Don't Neglect Piles 

and Colon Troubles 

FREE BOOK— Explains Dangers of 
Associated Ailments 




Neglected piles, fistula and colon trou- 
bles often spread Infection. Learn about 
rheumatic and other associated chronic 
conditions. Write today for 1(4 page FREE 
BOOK. McCleary Clinic A Hospital, IS Elms 
Blvd., Excelsior Springs, Mo. 



ILLUSTRATED COMIC BOOKLETS 

You will Ilk* our ILLUSTRATED COMIC ROOKLETS end 
oth«r NOVELTIES. Each booklet tlsa 4ft x 2% and 
li FULLY ILLUSTRATED. Wa will sand 2$ atiortad 
booklets prepaid upon receipt of $1.00 or 75 anortad 
booklets sent prepaid upon receipt of $2.00, NO 
CHECKS. Wholesale novelty price lift fant with order 
only. No orderf tent C. Q. D. 

REPSAC SALES CO. 

1 Orchard St., Dept. SD-C Now York 2, N. Y. 



WHAT A 
PENNY 
POSTCARD 
WILL BRING 
ABOUT A NEW 
HOSPITALIZATION 



E. J. Becker, President 
of the Mutual Hospi- 
talization Insurance 
Company wants every- 
one who needs protec- 
tion, and who doesn’t, 
for hospitalization from 
sickness or accident to 
write him. Yes, every- 
one from birth to age 
70 is eligible. Get FREE 
of obligation all facts 
about the amazing new 
policy that pays you 
the most for the least 
money. Here are a few of the benefits. 
There’s no time limit for hospital room and 
board . . . policy pays as long as doctor tells 
you to stay. Pays you at the rate of $150 
per month if hospitalized from sickness or ac- 
cident. (sanitarium and rest homes excluded). 
Also pays extra at the rate of $100 per 
month for loss of wages while hospitalized 
for accident. THERE’S NO TIME LIMIT. 
(Under 18 years of age excluded from this 
feature). Also pays $1,000 or $5,000 for ac- 
cidental death. There are benefits galore to 
help in financial problems that follow hospi- 
talization. Even Infantile Paralysis is includ- 
ed. Maternity at a slight extra charge. You 
get cash regardless of payments from other in- 
surance, including compensation. Think of it! 
All these benefits and more, and protection 
costs only 3c a day. Children under 18 as low 
as 1 l ; 2c a day. 

Write now for the FREE facts to E. J. 
Becker, President Mutual Hospitalization In- 
surance Co. Dept. 5903, Wilmington, Dela- 
ware. 
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Prepare for a fine job or a butinea* of your 
own in Radio and Television. Bi* oppor- 
tunity for trained men. Find oat now I 
train yon by tending yon 8 big kite of real, 
professional Radio parte— how I train you 
to build a powerful 6 -tube superbet radio, 
a 16 -range test meter and perform over 
175 interesting, inetructive Radio experi- 
ments. My training is practical— sticks 
with you, helps make money for you. You 
don’t need previous schooling or experience. 
YOU LEARN BY DOINO-follow simple, 
easy lessons that teach you RADIO and 
TELEVISION from the ground up. 

get sample lesson free 

Diaorranui and Symbol*. I 11 alao tell how you 
can Earn Whllo You Lo*ni • X at f raHa i ARP/Tua* 
for Q. 1. Training under Public Laws 18 and 848. 

! Sprayi:crry Academjr «t BajHo. Bwt. .M-T j 

I ill H. Canal Street, Chicago •, W. | 

I Rush FREE BOOK ft Sample Leseca. | 



UT Ml PROVE 
I CAN MAKE 
YOU A NEW MAN 



Just lell me where you want handeome, 
powerful muscle*. Are you fat and 
flabby? Or skinny and gawky f Are 
you short-winded, peplMST The® let 
me prove 1 can do wonden for 
you, Write for my 48- page FREE 
BOOK, about ^Dynamic T « n - 
eion' and learn 
bow. In only lfl 
minute* a day, I 
can make you 
S healthy, confi- 
dent, powerful 
HE-MAN. 

OHAHLIS ATLAS. Dept 4C. 118 E, 23rd tt. , 



N. Y. 10. H.Y. 



DO YOU GAMBL 

If you must gamble — put the winning odds on your side. 
Find out the "booby traps" that fool the tucker. The 
amazing book "IF !»U MUST GAMBLE” given you in- 
aide tips on playing horses, poker, rummy, dice, pools, 
wall street and other forms of gambling. SEND NO 



MONEY. Pay postman $1.98 plus postage OB save C.O.D. 
fee by sending $1.98 now and book will be sent postpaid, 
faction Guaranteed or money refunded. Order now from: 



PREFERRED PUBLICATIONS, DEPT. D2 
137$ FIFTY FOURTH ST. BROOKLYN 19, 



Portable 

POT 

LUCK 

Machine 



Get Thrills of GambthiQ 

Without Losing Money! 



IT’S FUN TO HIT THE JACKPOT en THE 
ONE ARMED BANDIT. Newly InventedI 

Chetriea, bells, and lemons turn up by Just push- 
ing the plunger. You don’t lose a cent! Fun t 
parties, games, for children and grown-ups of 
ages. NO EXTRAS to buy only $2.98 complete with 
chips and instructions. Heavy pressed steel. Money- 
back guarantee. Bend check or money order to Seagee 
Co., 2 Allen Street, Dept. S3 PC, New York 2. N.Y. 



FUTURE combined with 
SCIENCE FICTION STORIES 

basis of ail science fiction, fantasy, etc., but; 
sad to relate, most of these writers don’t 
have a very broad base — mentaUy, I mean. 

O yeah, sure — "Returnez a nous Swiz- 
zle”. This will have to be pure fantasy for 
some, since I shall report most of it 
verbatim — deleting the choicer expressions 
that even the most star-bitten spaceman 
would blush at. 

"Roll Out the Barrel”... "Put Another 
Nickel In. . "Mule Tra-a-a-in. . .” "Gab- 
ble, Gabble, Gabble. . . Yak, Yak, Yak. . 

"Hey! You hear me?” shouts the old 
Braumeister. ”1 sed, they should be ar- 
rested for even calling this chemical slop 
by the name of Bier! Oak bark instead of 
good honest hops! No aging vats! Run it 
right out uf der mixing tanks red-hot into 
der steel kegs und bottles ! Steel kegs ! 
Gottferdamme! Dey should be drowned in 
der stinking ...” 

"Hey, Dutch!” yells the lush to wind- 
ward. "What about this so-called 'Whisk- 
ey’?” 

"It ain’t,” states Der Braumeister suc- 
cintly and lucidly. 

"What’s this, then?” yelles the L-to- 
WW. (Jeez! Ya gotta yell — tha competi- 
tion is fierce. ...Yak! Yak! Yak!... 
Mule Train . . . ) 

"Oh, that,” sez Dutch, gazing contemptu- 
ously at the double-header waving wildly 
aloft and showering the Lush. "You name 
it.” 

"You think I can’t!” squawks the lush. 
"Why you ignoramus! All you know is 
'Near Bier’ and sauerkraut. Let me tell you 
something. There ain’t been any real liquor 
in this country for general consumption for 
ages ! Remember 'Sweepstakes’ ? Quarts, 
then, not cheating 'Fifths’ — it was 
’smoothed down’ and ’aged’ with synthetic 
prune juice and other chemicals. Whad- 
daya think they’re usin’ now? I’ll tell ya! 
Sulphuric acid and permanganate of pot- 
ash — to quote from the patent granted that 
New Orleans inventor — smooths down and 
ages raw liquor immediately, so that it can- 
not be told from liquor aged four years 
in the wood. Whaddaya think the 'aging’ 
effects are on the consumers ? Aw shaddup! 
What I’d like to do, is force them fake dis- 
tillers to drink a quart or more of their 
own chemical products every day. Wouldn't 
take long until they were all gone, then 
maybe we would get plain alcohol without 
any poisonous dilution for drinkin’ purpos- 
es.” 
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REDUCE KEEP SUM AT HOME 



Win RELAXING, SMTRIRR MJLSSME 




Don't Stay FAT — You Can LOSE 
POUNDS and INCHES SAFELY 



Tab* poaeds off keep wftb Spot 

■edecerl Reasarfcoble new leveotfea wblck warn 
om ef tba iBMt e f f e cti ve redaelag met b eda 
employed by mm ft aid ferUsb baths— » 
MASSAC II 

With tba SPOT IE DU CD yoa cm 
•ow enjoy tba benefits of RBJUING, SOOTH- 
lag manege la tba prfvqcv of yaar atm hsaal 
Simple ta —a j ust plug la, grasp baadla aad 
apply avar most aay part of tba body— stom- 
ach, Mps, chast, oock, thighs, oral, buttocks, 
ate. Tba ralaxlsg, soothlog massage brooks 
dowa PATTY TISSUES, toast tba awdas aad 
flash, aad tba lacroasad awakoaod blood dr* 
calotloa carries away waste f at helps yoa 



ragala aad hoop a firmer ewd moro SRACS 
PUL FICUREI 

Yoar Own Private Massaar «t Hobo 

Whoa yoa usa tba Spot Roducar, tt*s almost 
Ilka bavltg yoar owa private mo st sir at boom. 
It's faa radsclag this wayl It oat aoly halos 
yoa radaca aid kaap slim— bat also olds la 
tba ralfof of tbosa typos of echos aad poloe— 
aad tlrad nerves that cm ba helped by ■» 
sagal Tba Spot Reducer Is handsomely made 
of light weight aJumJnem ead rubber aad 
truly a baaitHil leveatloe yoa «rW ba tbwb 
fol yoa owa. AC 110 volts. 



flfCfltfC 

SPOT 

REDUCER 



FOR GREATEST BENEFIT IN REDUCING ' 
by mouoge vn spot REDUCER with or j 
without oloctrlcity— Also used os an aid I 
’ t ihe relief of pains for which mature ’ 



TAKE OFF UGLY FAT! 



TRY THE SPOT REDUCER 10 DAYS 



Mail this coupon with only $1 for your Spot Reducer on approval. 

do it man $9.95 plus deliver y or send $9.95 (full price) end 
we snip postage prepaid. Use it for tan days in your own home. 
Then if not delighted return Spot Reducer for full purchese price 
refund. Don't delay! You Have nothing to lose— except ugly, em- 
barrassing, undesirable pounds of FAT. MAIL COUPON now! 



ALSO USE IT FOR ACHES AND PAINS 




CAN'T SLEEP: 
Relax with electric 
Spot Reducer. See 
how soothing Its 
gentle massage can 
be. Helps you sleep 
when message can 
be of benefit. 




MUSCULAR ACHISl 
A handy helper for 
transient relief of 
discomforts that cen 
be elded by gentle, 
relaxing massage. 



USED BY EXPERTS: 
Thou sands have lost 
weight this way — 
In hips, abdomen, 
legs, arms, neck, 
buttocks, etc. The 
same method used 
by stage, screen 
and radio personal- 
ities and leading re- 
ducing selons. The 
Spot Reducer cen 
be used in your 
ipere time, In the 
privacy of your own 
room. 

ORDER IT TODAYI 



FREE IN YOUR OWN HOME! 



SPOT REDUCER CO.. Dept. E-189 
1025 Broad St.. Newark. New Jersey 

Please send me the Spot Reducer for 
10 days trial period. I enclose $1, 
upon arrival I will pay postman only 
$8.95 plus postage and handling. It 
not delighted I may return SPOT RE- 
DUCER within 10 days for prompt 
refund of full purchase price. 



I 



Name 



Address 



.State , 



City 

□ SAVE POSTAGE— check here if you enclose 
$9.95 with coupon. We pey all postage and 
handling charges. Same money back guarantee 
applies. 



I 

J 
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Dm UN K? 



Free for Asthma 

If you suffer with attacks of Asthma and choke and 
gasp for breath, if restful sleep is difficult because of 
the struggle to breathe, don't fail to send at once to the 
Frontier Asthma Company for a FREE trial of the 
FRONTIER ASTHMA MEDICINE, a preparation for tempo- 
rary symptomatic relief of paroxysms of Bronchial Asth- 
ma. No matter where you live or whether you have faith 
In any medicine under the sun, send today for this free 
trial. It will cost nothing. 

Frontier Asthoma Co. 973* D Frontier Bldg. 

4*2 Niagara St. Buffalo 1, N. Y. 



QUIT TOBACCO! 



Remove all tobacco craving safe In every form and join 
the thousands who have completely obtained satis- 
factory freedom from tobacco with the old genuine 
TOBACCO BANISHER. Send for FREE BOOKLET 
describing the ill effects of tobacco, and a safe, re- 
liable home treatment. A proven success for 39 yean. 

GUSTAF H. GUSTAFSON CO. 

2125 E. Vickery Blvd. Dapt. R Ft. Worth 3, Texas 



Well, at that, I guess "Smitty” is right — 
he didn’t think of forcing "everybody” to 
"swizzle a quart a day”, but the Lush kinda 
had the right idea. 

Aw, ’s awright, Robert — don’t be 
skeered; you can stick this in the sacred, 
sancrosant pages of Future if it tickles yer 
funny-bone. I’ve seen stronger and smellier 
indictments of the "Powers that Be" — just 
"fantasy” or "pseudo-science”, ya know. 
Only way one can get a rise out of them 
is to hint at something that may enable 
them to skin the chumps more closely, and 
bring in more revenue. 

Damned if I ain’t tempted to write some 
"fantastic” stories — and what could be more 
fantastic than factual reporting of exactly 
what is happening. (Phooey! You know 
damned well what an actual exposition of 

get the writer 
e hoosegow or 

So-o-o, I better make my writings of the 
far past or the far future. "The Man Who 
Explored His Mind” — howsat for a title? 
Subject is inexhaustible — try it yourself. 
(Bet you won’t like it.) One who does 
truly explore his mind can yammer into 
infinity and beyond, complete the circle, 
and sum it all up in one short, vulgar 

circles, Fools, all ’round about 
in and out, 
in the circle 

lies; 

Here the circle starts — here the circle 
dies. 

With compliments to Weinbaum, to 
Leinster who hasn’t explored his mind 
since "Sidewise in Time”, to L. Ron Hub- 
bard, who has £ot his "Dianetics” pretty 
well lined up with "Diapers” and "Geria- 
trics” — to all and sundry who have an ink- 
ling of what it is all about, Greetings! 

Personally, I think my greetings are very 
limited. 



Jeopard i tins HAPPINESS, HEALTH, tmd INCOME? Relief may b* 
obtained economically and quickly with U.M.R. ORIGINAL HOME 
METHOD. MAY BE USED SECRETLY! Used by leading 
alcoholic Institution n to help BUILD AVERSION AND ELIMINATE 
DESIRE FOR ALCOHOLIC BEVERAGES, now available to you. Ha* 
helped bring relief to many drinkers as n method of temporary 
ALCOHOL WITHDRAWAL: and by BREAKING DRINKING CYCLE. 
Not a remedy for underlying personality maladjustment causing alco- 
holic excesses;. DOES NOT FOR ANY PROLONGED PERIOD, 
INTERFERE WITH WORK FOR SOCIAL LIFE. One of many SAtlS- 
fled user* write*: “Your method is wonderful! Am very happy over 
it!” — Mrs. M. D. S., 111. Prepared by pharmacist formerly connected 
with leading alcoholic sanitarium. Comes In plain wrapper. READY 
TO USE, complete with Instructions. WHY PAY MORE FOR IMITA- 
TIONS? ORDER ORIGINAL U.M.R. METHOD TODAY AND SAVE1 
S“JTPS"I with order: generous supply special capsules to help 
* tone i>p appetite and nervous and digestive system. 

SEND NO MONEY! NOW ONLY $4.50! 

USE 10 DAY* AT OUR RISK — SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 
OR RETURN UNUSED PORTIONS AND *4.50 REFUNDED. 

Send name and address, pay postman $4.50 plus post- 
age! Send $4.50 with order and we pay nostage. 

UNITED MEDICAL RESEARCH 
Box 423, Dept. U-10, Minneapolis 1, Minn. 



/. IT. Lodge 

Reliable Sweeper Company 
627 11 th Street 
Beaver Falls, Penna. 

(Hmm, what are we doing here?) 

Dear Editor: 

After reading the November issue of 
Future, here are some of my likes and dis- 
likes regarding your publication. 

First: with regard to the illustrations. I 
think you have done wisely in presenting 

[Turn To Page 94] 





"How I Became 



a Hofei Hostess” 

Bars O ’Farrell, Buyer Be- 
comes Hostess-Housekeeper of 
Famous Hotel Without Hotel 
Experience 

“Placed by Lewis School as 
Resort Hotel Hostess-House- 
keeper, Immediately after 
graduation. Then they placed me as Hostess- 

Housekeeper of this hotel with a splendid sal- 

ary, nicely furnished room, the nme meals guest* 
•njoy. I’m mighty fortunate to find work X en- 
joy *o well, 'after 40V’ 




"How I Stepped 

into a BIG PAY Hotel Job" 

Harry E. Root bach, Veteran 
Wins Success as Hotel Exec- 
utive 

“While I was in the hospital 
awaiting discharge from the 
U.S. Navy, I enrolled for L#ewla Training. Shortly 
after I had completed the course, the Lewis Na- 
tional Placement Service informed me of an open- 
ing near my home. 

“At present, I am Night Manager In the largest 
hotel in Rochester. I owe my success to the l»ew- 
ls ^Course.’* 




STEP INTO A WELL-PAID HOTEL POSITION 



Well-paid important positions and a sound, sub- 
stantial future await trained men and women 
in the hotel and institutional field. Lewis grad- 
uates are "making good” as managers, assis- 
tant managers, executive housekeepers, host- 
esses and in 65 other types of well-paid posi- 
tions. Record-breaking travel means greater 
opportunities than ever. Previous experience 
proved unnecessary in this business, where 
you’re not dropped because you are over 40. 
Lewis Training qualifies you at home, in 
spare time. 

FREE book describes this fascinating field. It 
tells how you are registered FREE of extra 
cost in Lewis National-Placement Service. Mail 
coupon today 1 



THIS COURSE APPROVED FOR 
VETERANS' TRAINING 



LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING 
SCHOOL, Room TC-2S61 
Washington I, D. 0. 

Send me your Free Book. I want to know 
how to qualify for a well-paid position at 
home in epare time. 

Name 

(Print Name & Address) 

Address 

City Zone No SUte 

P Cheek here if .llflble under 8. I. BUI ef Hlshte. 




BOOKLETS 

The kind grownups llks. Each ona of thsss booklets 
U POCKET SIZE, alio contains 8 ILLUSTRATIONS, and 
It full of fun and entertainment. 12 of these joka 
booklets, ALL DIFFERENT, shipped prepaid upon re- 
ceipt of $1.00, or 24 BOOKLETS, ALL DIFFERENT, 
shipped prepaid for $2.00, cash or money order. No 
orders lent C. O. D. Print name and address and 
mall to: 

TREASURE NOVELTY CO.. Dept. 27-C 
2 Alias Street, Now York 3, N. Y. 



TOOTH GUM 
TOOIH DROPS 
POULTICE 




SONG POEMS WANTED 

TO BE SET TO MUSIC 

Send Poems today 
for FREE EXAMINATION to 

J. CHAS. McNEIL 

A. B. MASTER OF MUSIC 

510-DA So. Alexandria Los Anq.l.s 5, Calif. 



DICE — CARDS — GAME SUPPLIES 

Perfects, Flats, Weights, Strippers and Readers 
Made to your specifications 
Established 1909 Catalogue upon Request 

HILL BROS., Box D. Salida, Colo. 



TRAVEL FOR “UNCLE SAM”! 




AS HIGH AS $3,450.00 FIRST YEAR 

RAILWAY POSTAL Veterans Get 

CLERKS Special Preference 

S FRANKLIN INSTITUTE 
Jf Dapt. M-V5, Rochester, N. Y. 

+ Not Government Controlled 

f Sirs: Hush to me, without charge, free 

copy of 40 -page book, “How to Get a H.S. 
Many other Governments* Government Job’’, list of positions, and full 
. Jobs. City and Rural Car* particulars telling how to qualify for them. 

.. 7 Po *totfke Clerks-** „ 

Meat Inspectors - Store- # Name 

keeper - Gaugers - Sten- ** 

og rap hers - Typists - etc, Street 

Prepare now for next Ex* ** 

■faction*. w city 
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FUTURE combined with SCIENCE FICTION STORIES 



HAD NEVER WRITTEN A LINE . . . SELLS 
ARTICLE BEFORE COMPLETING COURSE 

"Before oompletiAf ttw N. I. A. emms, 
I Mid ■ feature to Screen! sad MhmIib 
for $90. That resulted in an Immediate 
assignment to do anothar. Alter gaining 
confidence with successive feature 
atortee, I am now working into the 
fiction field. Previous to enrolling In 
N. I. A. I had never written a line for 
publication, nor seriously expected to 
do ao.” — Gene E. Levant 116 West 
Are,, Los Angelee 34, California. 

How Do you KNOW 
you can’t WRITE? 




Have you ever tried? 

Have you ever attempted even the leant bit of train - 
lnp. under competent guidance? 

Or have you been Bitting back, as It is so easy to 
do, waiting for the day to come when you will awaken, 
all of a sudden, to the discovery “I am a writer"? 

If the latter course Is the one of your choosing, you 
probably never will write. Lawyers must be law clerks. 
Doctors must be internes. Engineers must be drafts- 
men. We all know that, in our time, the egg does 
come before the chicken. 

It Is seldom that anyone becomes a writer until he 
(or Bhe) has been writing for some time. That is why 
bo many authors and writers spring up out of the news- 
paper business. The day-to-day necessity of writing — 
of gathering material about which to write — develop* 
their talent, their insight, their background .and their 
confidence as nothing else could. 

That Is why the Newspaper Institute of America 
baaes It* writing instruction on Journalism — continuous 
writing — the training that has produced so many suc- 
cessful authors. 

Learn to Write by Writing 

Newspaper Institute training is based on the New 
York Copy Desk Method. It start* and keeps you 
writing in your own home, on your own time. Week 
by week you receive actual assignments, just as if you 
were right at work on a great metropolitan diaily. 
Your writing is individually corrected and construc- 
tively criticized. Thoroughly expeiienced, practical, ac- 
tive writers are responsible for this Instruction. Under 
euch sympathetic guidance, you will find that (instead 
of vainly trying to copy some one elaes writing tricks) 
you are rapidly developing your own distinctive, self- 
flavored style — undergoing an experience that has a 
thrill to It, and. which lat the same time, develops in 
you the power to make your feelings articulate. 

Many people who should be writing become awe- 
struck by fabulous stories about millionaire authors 
and therefore give little thought to the $25, $50' and 
$100 or more, that can often be earned for material 
that takes little time to write— stories, articles on busi- 
ness, shop crafts, hobbies, sports, current events, vet- 
erans’ affairs, travel, local and club activities, etc. 
— things that can easily be turned out in leisure 
hours, and often ©n the impulse of the moment. 

A Chance to Test 
Yourself 

Our unique Writing Aptitude Test 
tells whether you possess the funda- 
ments! qualities necessary to sue- 
oessful writing — acute observation, 
dramatic instinct, creative imagina- 
tion, etc. You’ll enjoy taking this 
test. It' a FREE. Just mall the 
coupon today and see what our 
editors nay. Newspaper Institute tf 
America, One Park Avenue, New 
York 16. N. Y. (Founded 1®M.) 



VETERANS 

Courts 

Approved for 
Veterans' 
Training 

To take advantage of 
6. I. Bill of Rights, 
Veterans must enroll 
within the next few 
months. 



r 




Newspaper Institute Of America j 
One Park Ave., New York 16, N, Y. J 

Send me without cost or obligation, your I 
I free Writing Aptitde Test and further information I 

( about writing for profit. 

Mr. 

I Mrs ! 

I Mias 

| Address j 

I □ Check here if you are eligible under the Q.I. Bill or Bights, j 
| (All correspondence confidential. No salesman will call on you.) I 

31-B- 361 | 

Copyright 1»4» Newspaper Institute of America 



a cover depicting some part of the contents; 
and this latest cover is also an improvement 
over the preceding one. However, while I 
appreciate the eye-catching qualities of some 
of those purported "women of tomorrow”, 
it is doubtful whether this will gain con- 
sistent readers. While heaven forbid that 
fault should be found with the scantily- 
clad female form, I do believe some readers 
will agree that it is not astounding, but 
positively fantastic, that in a rareified at- 
mosphere requiring the use of an oxygen 
helmet, a woman should be able to stroll 
around in such scanty garb. 

Second: I did not like George O. Smith's 
"The World-Mover". The story was too 
long and drawn-out for any idea which 
might be found therein. There was so much 
verbiage that I was hard put to finish 
the story. In fact, this writer evidently fol- 
lows the formula, "never use few words 
where many will do”. The shorter stories 
like "Caridi Shall Not Die”, and "Moon 
of Memory”, were quite good. And since 
I am passing out bouquets, "Barrier of 
Dread”, in the July issue, was very good. 

Third : I realize there are social and 
other problems existing today but I dis- 
like the type of story which reaches into 
the past, or takes an incident out of cur- 
rent events, puts on a few technological 
trappings, and calls it science fiction; such 
was the case in "Martians, Keep Out!” and 
"Shadows of Empire” in the July issue. 

Fourth: the "Down to Earth” section was 
quite good for the reason that some of the 
stories were not: the letters were to the 
point, without unnecessary beating around 
the bush. Continue to keep it short, and 
if necessary, not so sweet. 

Ed Swaby 

62 Horatio Street 

New York 14, New York 

(It’s easy to agree with the principles 
you state, such as disliking excessive verbi- 
age in a story, adapting current incidents 
to a future environment and calling the 
result "science fiction”. But when one 
points a finger, and says, “here’s an ex- 
ample of what I mean”, then the argu- 
ments start. “The World-Mover” was cer- 
tainly long, and crammed with detail; to 
me, the wordage seemed relevant. But if a 
majority of readers disagree, then I’m 
wrong about it, because the editor’s job 
is to present stories that most of the read- 
ers will like, not just tales he likes. We 
have to assume, until shown otherwise, 
that our taste coincides with our readers*, 
for the most part; and where the returns 
show wide difference, to avoid repeating? 
the error. The peculiar thing is that so 
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many readers stated that they found 
“World-Mover" long, extremely involved, 
etc., but ending up admitting that the sto- 
ry fascinated them nonetheless. That was 
my feeling — in fact, I found it irresistible. 

Hmm, ever notice how the gals go 
around in near-zero, or sub-zero weather 
with no protection on their gams except 
sheer stockings? Where, at such times, we 
poor males bundle up in tweeds, and what- 
not else, and still feel icy hands clutching 
our bones? Never underestimate the pow- 
er of, and so forth! Seriously, when it’s 
a toss-up between scientific accuracy, and 
attractiveness on a cover, the former has 
to be compromised. You’re right — many 
readers don’t like it. But, apparently, 
many more are attracted by our kind of 
cover than are repelled by it. This isn’t 
an “eternal truth” of the publishing world, 
perhaps, but it seems to have obtained so 
far; and experiments in the past have re- 
sulted in covers which brought notes of 
Joy from the readers who had heretofore 
complained about the usual kind of cover 
—and nasty red marks in the circulation 
figures!) 

Dear RWL: 

This letter, as you see above, was started 
some eight weeks ago, when I first saw 
the November issue of Future. Since that 
time, there have intervened several weeks 
of hot weather, the return of my older 
daughter from camp, the start of the school 
year, and the birth of my new daughter, 
Ann — all of which may help to explain 
the delay. 

Somewhere in the dim distance, below, 
you may find some general comments on 
the issue as a whole. Mostly, I liked it. 
But leave me, with a candor which I hope 
is disarming, first express my reactions to 
what I naturally found most interesting in 
the issue — a review of a recently published 
novel, "Shadow on the Hearth”, by that 
w.k. author, Judith Merril. 

"Doubleday”, says one of my favorite 
reviewers (of other books), "has chosen 
wisely, I think, not to merchandize Judith 
Merril’s 'Shadow on the Hearth’ as science- 
fiction, even though the story deals with 
suburban life interrupted by atomic bombs.” 

I find myself in complete agreement with 
your observation, as with Doubleday’s 
action. Some years back, the atomic bomb 
was materia] for speculation — and science 
fiction. Today, it is one of the grimmer 
realities of life. Unfortunately, however, 
many people, (among whom science-fiction 
readers are not generally included) are still 
very much unaware of just how grim a 
reality the bomb is. 

[Turn Page] 



PRAYER 

H O Imwadon Mighty fowarl Are you facing difficult 
f«or Health? Money or Job Troable*? Lev# 
or Family Troubles? Are you Worried about someone dear 
to you? Is lomeone dear to you Drinking too much? Do 
ever get Leeely— Unhappy— Discouraged? Would you 
tike to have mors Happiness, Success end "Good Fortune" 
In Ufa? 

If you do have any of thsis Problems* or others like 
them, dear friend, than hers Is wonderful NEWS— NEWS 
of a remarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER that Is helping 
thousands of other man and women to glorious NEW happl- 
ness and |oyl Whether you have always believed in PRAYER 
or not, this remarkable NEW WAY may bring a whole NEW 
world of happiness and |oy to you— and very, vary quickly, 
tool 

So don't watt, dear friend. Don't let another minute go 
byl If you are troubled, worried or unhappy IN ANY WAY— 
we Invite you to clip this Message now and mall with 10c 
(coin or stamps) so we can rush Full Information to yon by 
AIR MAIL about this remarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER 
that Is helping so many, many others and may |ust as car* 
talnly and quickly help YOU. 

You will surely bless this day— so please don't detayl Just 
clip this Message now and mail with your name, address 
and 10c to LIFE-STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Box U08 t Noreton. 
Conn. We will rush this wonderfull NEW Message of 
PRAYER and FAITH to you by AIR MAIL. J 



OZARK LANDS 

FOR ALL PURPOSES 

For Your Pleasure and Profit 

from $5.00 PER ACRE Upwardly 

Alt. Actual Dim FrontuM 
MND FORMES LIST AND LITERATURE 

HUBBARD 

4MC MINNESOTA KANSAS CITT. KANMS 



ILLUSTRATED BOOKLETS AND NOVELTIES 

Our VEST SOCKET ..rl.l of ILLUSTRATED COMIC 
IOOKLETS <r. th. kind that <r< FULLY ILLUSTRATED 
with comic ch.r.ctcri. The NOVELTIES «rt th. kind 
MEN want far EXCITEMENT and AMUSEMENT. 10 
DIFFERENT beoklati and i DIFFERENT novaltiac iant 
prapald on r. ci.pt of SI. Na C.O.D. ordarc or chackc 
accaptad. WHOLESALE FRICE LIST indudad with 
ordars only. 

LIVE WIRE NOVELTY CO„ DEPT. 14-C 
1 Orchard Street New Y»rfc 2. N.Y. 



FREE! 




DICE • CARES 

MAGIC Card*— READ THE 
Perfect Dice, Magic Dice 
BACKS— Inks, Daubs, Poker 
Chips Gaming Layout*, Dice 
Boxee, Counter Gomes, 
Punohboards. WRITE FOR 
CATALOG TODAY. 



K* G. CARD CO.. 800 So. Wabash Ava., Chicago* 111. 



STOP TOBACCO? 









Banish (he craving for toUcce ai thousands 
hivt with Tobacco Redtsmer. writs for free boob 
1st telling »l injurious effect ol totscce and 
el a tualmeM ebich his relrtred mans min 

I. luiMst Dm* 1909 

US IN Sittoid CMIMMri 
THE NEWELL COMPANY 
2M Clayton Sla., St iMilt 5, 1 




;S0NG POEMS 



WANTED 

TO BE 

SET TO MUSIC 



Submit an. or mar. ol your bait poem* lot 
4* fra. examination. Any *ubject. Sand poom lor 
^ dated]* and Information. 

Phonograph Record* Mada 

* FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS 

6 SO Beacon Bldg. Boston 9. Mas*. 
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WHAT 



EVERY 



AUTO 



MECHANIC WANTS TO KNOW 

This Big Practical Book glvtt full Infor- 
mation with working diagram* covering 
tho principle*, construction, ignition, 
service and repair of modern can, 
truck* and buses. 

Diesel Engines, Hydremetle end 
Fluid Drives Fully Explained. 

A complete Guide ol 1800 pages, with 
over 1500 Illustrations showing Inside 
views of the working parts, with Instruc- 
tions for service |obs. 

IT PAYS TO KNOW 

How to fit pIstons-Hew to locate enelne 
knocks— Haw to fit connecting rod boarmgs 
—How to service main bearlngs-How te re- 
condition vatvei-How te time vulves-How te 
odivst fan bnlts-How to ad]ust carburetors end 
Chokes -How to robulld a clutch— fm 
How to service automatic trensmls- ' - 
•lens— How to service brakes-How 
te ad]ust steering gear— How to 
cope with Ignition trovbles-How to 
service distributors— How to time Ig- 
nition— How to "tuna up" an engine. 

9 A COMPLETE • PAY $1 A MO. 




TO OCT THI6 AMISTANCE FOR 
YOURSELF SIMPLY FILL IN AND 
■ MAJL COUPON TODAY. 

8tep up yoar own skill with the facts end Anris of your trade. Audela 
Mechanics Guides contain Practical Inside Trade Information in i 




bandy form, Fully illustrated end Easy to Understand. Highly En< 
* d t the hook you want for 7 DAYS FREE EXAMINATION. 

Send No Money Nothing to pay Postman. 

- — CUT HERE. 

MAILORDER 

AUDEL, Publisher*. 49 W. 23 St, Niw torn 

Ptuit sand me postpaid lor FREE EXAMINATION boohs 
maiked ir) below. II I docido to keep them I agree lo 
mall $l In 7 Days on each book or set ordered and 
further mall Cl monthly on oach book or at* until I 
havo paid price, otherwise I will return thorn. 

(4 
2 
1 
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AU TO MECHANICS 3UIDE 1600 pages 
DIESEL ENGINE MANUAL. 4C0 Paces .... 

WELDERS GUIDE 400 Pages ........ 

MACHINISTS Handy Book 1600 Pages : . . 
POWER PLANT ENGINEERS Guide. 1500 Pages. 
ENGINEERS & FIREMANS EXAMS 528 Pages. 
PUM PS, Hydraulics & Air Compressors, 1658 Fgs. 
MARINE ENGINEERS Handy Book. 1230 Pages 
ENGINEERS & Mechanics Guides (8 Bock Set). 
Answers on Practical ENGINEERING. 254 Pages 
ELECTRIC WIRING DIAGRAMS, 210 Pages . . 
ELECTRICIANS EXAMINATIONS. 253 Pages. 
ELECTRICAL DICTIONARY 9000 Terms . . . 
ELECTRIC MOTOR GUIDL 1030 Pages .... 

HANDY BOOK OF ELECTRICITY. 1440 Pages 
ELECTRICAL POWER CALCULATIONS, 425 P|S. 
RADIOMANS GUIDE, 975 Pages ....... 

ELECTRONIC DEVICES, 216 Pages 2 

ELECTRIC LIBRARY, 7000 Pages f 12 Book Set). II 
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OIL BURNER GUIDE, 384 Pages ..... r 1 
HOUSE HEATING GUIDE. 1000 Pages .... 4 

CARPENTERS & Builders Guides (4 Book Set). 6 
PLUMEERS & SlesmMters Guides (4 Book Set). 6 
MASONS & Builders Guides (4 Book Set) . . . 6 

BLUE PRINT READING. 416 Pages 2 

PAINTERS S DECORATORS MANUAL, 450 Pgs. 2 
GARDENERS & GROWERS Guides (4 Book Set). « 
REFRIGERATION & Air Conditioning, 1280 Pgs. 4 
SHEET METAL WORKERS Handy Book. 38S Pgs. 1 
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r MECHANICAL DRAWING GUIDE. 160 Pages. I 
r MECHANICAL DRAWING & DESIGN. 4B0 Pgs. 2 
H MATHEMATICS A CALCULATIONS. 700 Pgs.. 2 

MECHANICAL Dictionary, 968 Pages 4 
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That is why, as you so cogently ob- 
served, the book was written primarily to 
hold the interest of "your mother-in-law, 
maiden aunt from Crabb Corners, or any- 
one else who dotes on 'John’s Other 
Wife.’ ” Those three categories, if you 
stop to think on it a moment, make up a 
remarkably large part of our population — 
precisely that part, at any rate, which has 
the least knowledge of atomics, and there- 
fore the least-informed fear of atomic war. 

I should be more than content to believe 
that all the women who listen to 'John’s 
Etc’ would eventually be as much affected 
by it as they are by matrimonial difficulties 
on the air waves. 

"Shadow” was not written as science- 
fiction, nor is it being sold as such. I will 
freely admit however, that I did make an 
effort, in the writing of it, to make it of 
some interest to science-fiction readers — 
and even more freely will I confess that I 
have been delighted by the favorable re- 
ception most other science-fiction reviewers 
have given it. 

Likewise am I gratified to find even the 
contemptuous purism of your review oc- 
cupying more than half the space in your 
column — though had I had the allocation 
of the space, I should have done otherwise 
myself. As an old and ardent Leiber fan, 
I think you might well have given "Gather 
Darkness’’ (which everybody should rush 
right out and buy immediately after pur- 
chasing "Shadow”) a good deal more 
space, in proportion to the very-well-de- 
served praise you bestowed upon it. 

Now to the other 97 / 98ths of the mag- 
azine: 

"World-Mover”, I’m afraid, didn’t im- 
press me, though I found it readable 
throughout. The slightly dizzy pace serves 
to cover up what seemed to me to be a 
lack of Smith’s usual careful thinking-out 
of scientific background. Nevertheless, in 
this, as in his other recent material, Geo 
seems to be forging ahead as a writer, and 
I keep looking forward to the time when 
he will combine his increasingly perceptive 
handling of characters with his old-time 
careful plotting and sound science (or 
technology, I should say). 

"The Secret People” was a beautifully- 
done job, of which I enjoyed every word — 
I’m still trying to figure out what it was 
all about. 

"The Terror” was a fine idea, well han- 
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died. Do you have more Coppel coming 
up? 

"Moon of Memory” — so-so. No strong 
reaction. 

"Day of the Hunters” was a most ef- 
fecive job, but I do wish Isaac would go 
back to his old habit of using plots in his 
stories. Coming from me, this comment is 
pretty snippy, I admit — just the same, Asi- 
mov did used to use them. 

"Carridi Shall Not Die” was a little sen- 
timental for my taste, but otherwise good. 

For your numbering system, I’d line 
them up so: 1. "The Terror” — for general 
competence. 2. "Day of the Hunters” — 
for its effective buildup. 3. "The Secret 
People” — for good writing. 4. "The 

World-Mover” — a narrow choice over 5. 
"Caridi Shall Not Die”, and 6. "Moon of 
Memory”. 

All in all, I think Future is coming along 
well. It does need a good book-reviewer, 
though ! 

Judith Merril Pohl 
99 East 4th Street 
New York 3, N.Y. 



(Let’s see now: 1. I am one of your fa- 
vorite book-reviewers— except for the in- 
stance of your own book. 2. The review 
of aforementioned book was what you 
found most interesting in the entire No- 
vember issue. 3. Nevertheless, Future 
needs a good book reviewer. 

And, to go on : 1. ‘‘Shadow on the 
Hearth” was not intended to be science- 
fiction — although it is science-fiction none- 
theless. 2. It was not slanted at the sci- 
ence-fiction audience, but was written 
with the intention of being made of some 
interest to science-fiction readers. 3. It was 
admittedly slanted for the soap-opera 
lovers, housewife variety. 

All this is so clear that I guess it 
would take a ‘‘Clear" to understand it; 
my general cloudy state (Captain En- 
gram, they called me in those days) in- 
forms me that your, admittedly interest- 
ing, explanation of your intentions, merely 
substantiates my deductions of them, and 
seems to leave the book exactly where I 
found it. 

Perhaps I should let the authors review 
their own books. 

PS — More stories by Alfred Coppel are 
among my hopes for future Issues. 

PPS — Congratulations on Hie new daugh- 
ter.) 



WOMAN’S WORK IS NEVER DONE* 

( Continued From Page 51) 



and tell me just exactly what you 
did. Everything!” she finished with 
hungry relish. It had been a long 
time since she herself had experi- 
enced the thrills of training. 

L ESLIE SETTLED down and ran 
her fingers through her hair, 
loosening it. She punched a row of 
keys on the table unit, and the latest 
popular song came on to provide 
background for the story. 

“Well, I took the servocar at the 
door and used Main Ramp as far as 
Store Town. Then I navigoed to 
Supply, and. . .” 

“Leslie !’’ her mother was shocked. 
“Aren’t you ever going to learn to 
use the automatics? You know 
you’re too old to navigo now. No 
lady navigoes herself!” 

A blush spread over the girl’s face. 
“Well I like to!” she said defiantly, 
and then added, “but I won’t, I guess, 
if I have to stop it to get my license. 
Anyhow, when I checked in the per- 
mitalloy slot, I got the proper out- 



line stamp” — she pointed to the 
deeply indented ring around the 
seal on the permit — “and keyed down 
my unit and personal codes. Then 
the automatic took me to Baker. 
There wasn’t much of a line. I didn’t 
have to wait more than half an hour. 
Well when I finally got there, the 
woman before me had left the 
whole thing jammed up, so I sig- 
naled repair, and had to wait two 
more minutes for self-service to fix 
it up.” 

Mrs. Caster was nodding. So far, 
so good. 

“I set contents first, just the way 
you told me, all eight keys, to be 
sure we had it just the way Dad 
wants it to be. Then I punched for 
size and shape. I know texture takes 
care of itself, but I figured I’d play 
safe, and ...” 

A tiny chime announced the open- 
ing of the servo-slot, and the shin- 
ing package Leslie had deposited in 
the X-ray-inspect-shoot downstairs 
slid onto a pre-storage rack. The 
[Turn Page ' 
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girl jumped up in excitement, but 
her mother put a restraining on her 
arm. 

“Sit down, dear,” Mrs. Caster stud 
primly, “and finish telling me first.” 

“We-e-l-l-I. . Leslie kept talk- 
ing, but her eyes never left the glow- 
ing bundle. “That was when I no- 
ticed they had the celloluminum in- 
stalled, and set for serve-size, and 
then wrap. It was really tricky. They 
have a four-way key twist on the 
wrap, and. . .” 

By that time she was out of the 
chair, and had the package safe in 
her hands. “It’s something, Mom, 
really!” she insisted. “Look!” She 
peeled off a thin ribbon of cellolu- 
minum, carefully removing it only 
from the upper half of the slice she 
wanted to expose, then pressed 
down, and let the stiff bottom part 
propel the piece into her hand, while 
the celloluminum ribbon, released, 
wrapped itself back into place in the 
immediate reaction to the leverage. 

She handed it to her mother, beam- 
ing with pride, and Mrs. Caster took 
it from her, with her expression 
changing slowly from one of mater- 
nal ioy and affection to the horri- 
fied stare of the betrayed pedant. 

“Leslie!” she gasped, and sank into 
her chair, almost, but not cifte, too 
exasperated for words. “Leslie, I’m 
ashamed to admit my daughter could 
do a thing like that !” 

The girl blanched, uncomprehend- 
ing, and poked out a cautious finger 
to find out what was wrong with 
the slice of bread her mother held. 

“Leslie,” Mrs. Caster finally man- 
aged to say, “You had this smooth- 
sliced instead of rough-cut! What 
do you think your father’s going to 
say, the way he likes home-made- 
style? Leslie Caster,” she wailed, 
“You’ll just never be a decent house- 
keeper. I can feel it my bones. 
Never !” 
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You never pay any dues or club fees as a member— 
and every month you get your choice of fine new best- 
sellers by authors like Steinbeck, Maugham, Heming- 
way and others equally famous. 

Is Your Savings are TREMENDOUS. Although the best- 
seller you choose each month may cost S3 or even 
more in publisher’s editions, YOU pay the Club's bar- 
gain price of only $1.49, plus few cents for shipping — 
a clear saving of up to $1.50 on each book you take! 

2: You Choose Your Own Best-Sellers ! The novel you 
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$18.00 TODAY in publishers’ editions. You also get 
the current Selection now being distributed to mem- 
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ica's Biggest Bargain Book Club”! BOOK LEAGUE 
OF AMERICA, Dept. DAG-3, Garden City, N. Y. 
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